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6 1 Collection of Hymns will be found not for the indulgence of 
| the poetical geniuſes of the preſent age Alt is meant for the ſeeking 
eurt, whole object is an acquaintance with pure ſimple Scriptural truths, 
and only intended for that inſtruction relatively beſt for their preſent and 
Z<tcrnal good. — Should it fall into the hands of any who are ignorant of 
$1: wretched flate by nature, and who are careleſsly travelling this miſer- 
le earth, wanting a refuge from the pain and inquietude of a guilty 
Wc onſcrence, and a perplexed and diſtreſſed mind, they may find in every 
page inflruttion to Jeſus Chrifl as the way, and the only way, to peace, 
ruth and righteouſneſs —The Spirit ot the hving God alone can prove 
0 an unpardoned {inner that he flands now, from the teſtimony of exile 
n his own heart, a criminal, and being thus witneſs againſt himſelf here 
lore God, death cannot alter the ſentence. Ihe truth of his real condi- 
on mall be altered not by his actions, but by a power that renders his fins 
eth out, and 1 the room of guilt, pardon of fin muſt be effectually 
en by him, and peace with God, and a delight in all his ways. — Thus 
he ULONement made tor tin, good news is brought to light by the 

3 Goſpel, 


e 


Goſpel, and, through faith, the pledge of a bleſſed immortality ſecured, 
Every law muſt condemn the creature; and the purer the law, the more 
certain it is to utter its voice in the ſentence of juſtice. Even the heathens 
law, which every man makes for himſelf, wil! have its accuſations by the 
conſent of that authority given by man himſelf to condemn him. — Thu 


while no relief can be found, Why trifle with that 1mmortal foul of 


thine ? Leave reaſoning, take the truth of your own condition, known 
and felt by yourſelf, and proved by the neceſſity of a Savior undertaking 
for you.— Read your own picture in the pages of Scripture, and yield 
yourſelf; as the happieſt of creatures, to thoſe convictions which will daily 
afford ybu comforts that are above all others in life, and from the effetts 
of which, wrought by God's power, your further proof muſt follow of 
the ſucceeding and eternal happineſs of your immortal ſoul Do not ſup- 
oſe that God who made that which is without, did not make that which 
is within alſo; and therefore remember, that divine and inviſible inftruc- 
tion muſt be the means of truth and certainty to man, as revealed by the 
Spirit of God, and which our gracious Immanuel, who is himſelf the eſ- 
{ential truth; and that intelligence of it to man, occaſionally ſpeaks in ſoft- 
er or louder accents, but always to be ſelt, teſtifying, Why will ye die? 
Into whatſoever hands theſe few experimental hymns may fall, matert. 


elly may they be found to alarm the ſecure, and comfort the ſeveral wants 
of all, or any. Neverſorget that you muſt die alone.—None of the near-| 


eſt or deareſt friends can help yon on a dying bed. Stupid inſenſibiliiy 
may be the {late of the wretched moments which protratt the laſt hour of 
breathing here, but the fearful looking for of judgment, muſt open to the 
ſuccecding world, How muſt any then lament their not hearkening to 


that iricnd for eternity, who can deſtroy thole fearful hours by the — 
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grace and peace, and whoſe people find death the welcome meſſenger of 
verlaſting joy and reſt.—This will beſt prove the vanity of all temporal 
750d, when compared with thus ſecuring that which is forever. —Few be- 


lieve the certainty of the forgiveneſs of ſins as an experimental truth. They 
ſuppoſe the meaning in general of Chriſt's death includes it; but ought it 


ot to be remarked, that no condemned criminal would be made happy, 
wt by the po//e/zon of liberty from the authority of the Lawgiver.—Thus 


h any ſenſible ſinner, and he will tell you, that nothing but a free, full, 


nd final diſcharge for his fins can be a comfort to him. This every word 
f the Goſpel means, wherever it is clearly preached ; and ſhort of this, 
rmality on the one hand, or ſuperſtition on the other, paſſes for thoſe 
gal evidences, which Chriſtianity means ſhould be the ſolid comfort of the 
cart, by that true information which divine and ſpiritual knowledge only 
in communicate. — This point muſt be maintained by each individual for 
zimſeli, and the hypocrite, under any character, appearing, will not affect 
hat foundation the Spirit of God has eſtabliſhed in the hearts of thoſe he 
as made his own.—-A word of conſolation only remains to the happy 
oſſeſſors of thoſe divine evidences of truth. — Be aſſured a day does not 
als, but it is adding ſtrength to the reſt and joy of your eternity. —Follow 
vt tatilifully and humbly the convictions of thoſe truths you have received, 
« you will find that the various clouds of afflictions, how great ſoever 

2y may be, are but preparing the ſky, that the everlaſting ſunſhine of 
elus Chriſt's love, may prove the triumph, as well as the faithfulneſs of 
15 ith to your ſoul. To him, the moſt unworthy of his followers com- 
ends you ; begging that unremitting zeal and labours of love for his 


Ve 
's lake, may ever prove to all, who is the glorious maſter you ſerve, 
«a who by his owa grace alone cauſes us to dilfer from the worlt ex- 
tuce upon carth, 
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LAS! and did my Savior bleed? (Cood Friday) 
Amazing grace! how ſweet the ſound ! 
wake, and ſing the ſong, 
wake our ſouls, away our fears, 
Array'd in mortal fleſh, — 
debtor to mercy alone 
Il ye that paſs by, to Jeſus draw nigh, (Good Friday) 
nd let this feeble body fail, 
form of words, tho? e*er ſo ſound, — 
h! lovely appearance of death, 
Luthor of true and ſaving faith, — 


A EFORE Jehovah's awful throne, — 
Behold the throne of grace, 

leit be the dear uniting love, 

eloved Savior, faithful Friend, 

leſt be the Father, and his love, (Trinity Sunday) 

left ſpirits above, whoſe garments appear, 

leſhings for ever on the Lamb, 

reathe from the gentle ſouth, O Lord, 

rethren let ns join to blels, — 

chde the goſpel pool, — 

y me, O my Savior, ſtand, 
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By whom was David taught, 
Bride of the Lamb, up to the ſkies, 
Blow ye the trumpet, blow, 


APTAIN of thine enliſted hoſt, — 
Children of Iſrael, ſee what ſhade 
Come, holy celeſtial Dove 
Come, Holy Ghoſt, my ſoul inſpire, {Wiitfurday) 
Come, Holy Ghoſt, thine influence ſhed, 
Come, Holy Ghoſt, our hearts inſpire, (MAitſunda)) 
Come, Holy Ghoſt, ſet to thy ſeal, 
Come, Holy Spirit, come, (Whitſunday) 
Come, let us join our cheerful ſongs, 
Come, my Father's family, 
Come, my ſoul, thy ſuit prepare, 
Come, thou almighty King, (Trinity Sunday) 
Come, thou fount of ev'ry blefling, 
Come, thou long expected jeſus, (Chriſtmas) 


Come, ſinners, to the golpcl feaſt, 


Companions of thy little flock, 
Compaſhonate Bridegroom, my Shepherd and Friend, 
Choruſſes in the Meſſiah. — 


3 of judgment, day of wonders, - —: 
Dear Lord, attend our pray'r, 

Deareſt of all the names above, 

Deareſt Jelus, come to me, 

Death cannot make my ſoul afraid, _ 


PN FS IM 
25 WI JA MBARE'D upon a ſtormy ſea 


252 Ere I ſleep, for every favor, _ 
"65 W Elijah's example declares 
Encompaſs'd with clouds of diſtreſs, — 
68 Encourag'd by the word of grace 
203 


302 AR from the world, O Lord, I flee 
56 Fair as the moon my robes appear, 
390 WL: aichful Bridegroom, holy Lamb, 
40] HLether, Son, and Holy Ghoſt, 
090 Free grace to every heav'n born ſoul, : 
Flow faſt, my tears, the cauſe is great, (Good Friday) 


183 om all that dwell below the ſkies, n 149 
145 From heav'a the loud, th' angelic ſong began, (Eaſter) — 180 
253 For mercies countleſs as the ſands, — 264 
945 

20! RACE how exceeding {ſweet to thoſe, 13. 
203 Grace ! 'is a charming ſound, — 3 
999 Gracious Spirit, Dove divine, 


Great God, I own thy ſentence juſt, 
Cod of my life, to thee I call, | 
God of my falvation, hear 
God.of mercy and compaſſion, 
God moves in a myſterious way, 
God, the omnipreſent God, 

o forth in ſpirit, go, 


— 


— b ĩk 
Gentle Jeſus, lovely Lamb, — — — 188 
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Glory honor, praiſe, and power, — 
Glory to God ON high, —— 
Guide me, O thou great Jehovah, — 


ARK, my ſon!! it is the Lord, — 
Hark ! in the wilderneſs a cry, 
Hark! the glad found! Meſſiah comes! (Chriſtmas) 
Hark ! the herald angels ſing, (Chriſtmas) 
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| Hark ! the voice of my beloved, — 
= Hail, thou once deſpiſed Jeſus! = 
= 1 Happy the heart where graces reign, 
_ He comes ! he comes ! the Savior dear, 
Lit Head of the church triumphant ! — 
þ phant | 
U He dies, the Friend of ſinners dies, (£aſler) 
11 Heal me, O my ſoul's Phyſician, _ 
ö Heal us, Immanuel, here we are, 
= Hearts of tone, relent, relent, — 
1 Holy Comforter, deſcend! (Whitſunday — 


Holy Ghoſt, by him beſtow'd, (#Hhitfunday) 
Holy Ghoſt inſpire our praiſes, 
Holy Ghoſt, diſpel our ſadneſs, (Whitſunday) — 
How bleſt are they whoſe feet have found, 

How glorious the Lamb, 

How happy are the ſouls above, — 

How happy are we, — 

How ſad our ſtate by nature is, — 

How ſhall 1 ſpcak my Savior's worth, 


lili tifititifi lobed uy 
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Tow ſweet the name of Jeſus ſounds 
lo! every one that thirſts, draw nigh, 


59 

Shall not always make my moan, 
161 11 Walt the viſits of thy grace 
105 Wt J<ius is ours, 


267 WM" thee, O Chriſt, is all my hope, 

242 Neſu, at thy command, EIN 

159 eo, Jeſu, King of ſaints, — 
3 Nau, thy blood and righteouſnels, — 

eas Welu, lover of my ſoul, 7 2 

116 Neſus, all praiſe is due to thee, (CH 
84 We tus, each blind and trembling foal, 


— 


n 


o lus, the all-reſtoring word, 
121 ſus, whoſe almighty ſcepter, 
33] lus, we claim thee for aur own, 


18 Neſus, Friend of ſinners hear, — — 

155 eſus, knit all our hearts to thee, — 

122 fs, lead me by thy power, — — 

382 fas, my all, to heaven is gone, 

211 ls, maſter of che fealt, — _ 

410 W's invites his ſaints, | EMI 
107 W'us, Redeemer, Savior, Lord, — — 
Ibs, our High Prieſt and our head, — 
150 Plus is all my hope, — — 1 
g31 W's, thou lovely, bleeding Lamb, — 
401 ſus, the Savior of my ſoul, ny __ 


EN DE X. 


—— wherc'er thy people meet, 
s there a thing that moves and hreaks — 
In Chriſt my treaſure's all contain'd, 
oin all the glorious names, — 
mmortal honor, endleſs fame, 


ADEN with guilt, ſinners, ariſe, — 
Let earth and heav'n agree, 

Liſt up your heads in joyful hope, (Chriſtmas) 
Light of the world, thy beams I bleſs, 
Lo! he comes with clouds deſcending, (Advent) 
Lord, diſmiſs us with thy bleſſing, 
Lord, I bclicve a reſt remains 
Lord, I would ſpread my fore diſtreſs 
Lord, let my ſpirit dwell, 
Lord, make me faithful to thy call, — 
Lord, one thing we want, 
Lord, thine image thou haſt lent me, 
Lord what a wretched land is this? — 
Lord, we come before thee now, | 
Love divine, all loves excelling — 
Love mov'd him to die, and on this we rely, 
Luke warm fouls, the foe grows ſtronger, 


1 good Lord, mercy I aſk, 
My former hopes are dead, 
My God, the cov'nant of thy love, — 


ff NN DB YH 


My Jeſus, my hope ; 
My ſoul before thee proftrate lies, 


110 My fins are many, like the ſlars, 
254 My Savior, thou didſt ſhed, aids 
424 WI My times of ſorrow and of joy, 


Meaſures of the hymns, 


8 8 as from the earth we came, 
23 4 NN Nay I cannot let thee go, 
No more with trembling heart I try 
Nothing but thy blood, O Jeſus, 
Nothing in this world I want 
32 Not all the blood of beaſts, 
* Not words alone it coſt the Lord, 
No begin the heav'nly theme, 
Now I have found the bleſſed ground, 
* No wonder when God's love, 


339 Father of heav'n be ever ador'd, 

223 Oft haſt thou, Lord, in tender love, 

37% (Oh what amazing words of grace? — 
— O patient, ſpotleſs Lamb! 

15 


Oh that all may ſeek and find, 

O what ſhall I do my Savior to praiſe, 
N deareſt Lord, take thou my heart 

Q deareſt Savior,. pleaſe to look on me, 
One there is above all others, 


er thoſe gloomy hills of darkneſs, 


| 
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O give me, Savior, give rhe fill 
O my diſtruſtful heart 

O my Lord! I have often muſed 

O Jeſu, Jeſu, my good Lord, 

O Jeſus, my God, come make thine abode * 
O Jeſus, my Savior, I fain would embrace, (Clri/tmas) 
O Jeſus, now we humbly pray, 

O Jeſu our Lord, — 

O Zion, afflicted with wave upon wave, 

O God of glory, God of love! —— 
O God, our help in ages paſt, 

Oh come, thou wounded Lamb of God, 

Oh for a cloſer walk with God, 

O Lord, how faithleſs is my heart, 

O Lord, how great's the favor, 

O Lord, my beſt defire fulfil, 

O Lord, whate'er is felt or fear'd, 

O love, come ſweetly bind me : 

O love divine, what haſt thou done, (Good Friday) 
O thou tender, loving Jeſus, — 

O thou, whoſe mercy knows no bound, 

O thou, whoſe tender mercy hears 

Our God, how firm his promiſe ſtands 

Our God is above 

Our Lord is riſen from the dead, (Aſcenſſon) 

Our Savior and Friend 


Our Shepherd alone, 


n 


drang 
davior, 


Fr 


4 God from whom all bleſſings flow, 


Praiſe the Lord who reigns above, 


Pray'r was appointed to convey 
Peace be to this congregation, 


Pity 


Phyſician of my fin-fick foul, 


a helpleſs ſinner, Lord, 


Plung'd in a gulph of dark deſpair, 


R 


ETOICE, ye ſaints in ev'ry ſlate — 
Rich grace, free grace, moſt ſweetly calls 


Riſe, my ſoul, adore thy maker, 


ALVATION ! Oh the joyful ſound ! 


J Stand faſt in the goſpel, 'tis Chriſt makes you free, 
dangers, and ſojourners below, 


davior, canſt thou love a traitor ? 
day, wheee's thy hope, thou ſinner, ſay, 


Nepherd divine, our wants relieve 


dee Jeſus, our Deliverer great, (Eaſler) 


weet as the ſhepherd's tuneful reed, 


ect the moments, rich in bleſſing 
pwect to rejoice in lively hope, 


mg tothe Lord Jehovah's name, 
nners, attend, attend I pray, 


mer, hear the Savior's call, 
inner's Redeemer, whom we inly love, 


uce of light and pow'r divine, 


' 
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Stop, poor ſinner, ſtop and think, 
Surely Chriſt thy griefs hath borne, (Good Friday) 


HANKS to thy name, O Lord, that we, 
That doleful night before his death, 
Take my. poor heart juſt as it is, 
*T was on that dark, that doleful night 
The billows ſwell, the winds are high, 
The croſs, the croſs, Oh thats my gain, 
g The favor'd {aints of God, 
J The God of Abraham praiſe, 
Wl The God of falvation, Jehovah by name 
1 The God who re1gns on high, 
b 1 The God, whoſe {miles we court, 
—_ The goſpel brings tidings to each wounded ſoul 
| The Lord will happineſs divine, 
The Lord on high proclaims, 
The ſaints ſhould never be diſmay'd 
The ſpirits of the jult, 
The world can neither give nor take, - 
There is a fountain fill'd with blood, 
Tell me, ye ſouls, who now appear 
Think now, dear ſeſus, on the pain, — 
Thy mercy, my God, is the theme of my ſong, 
This is the feaſt of heav'nly wine 
This was compaſſion like a God, 
*Tis done, th' atoning work is done, (Cod Friday) 


1 


300 Lis fniſped, the Meſſiah dies, (Cood Friday) 
233M {is fniſh'd the Redeemer ſaid, (Good Friday) 
Tis a point I long to know, 
os Lis pure free grace tome, my God, 
$4 Thou dear Redeemer, dying Lamb, 
ol Thou hidden love of God whoſe height, 
86 WW hou Shepherd of Iſrael divine, 
9 hou, Savior, my good Shepherd art, 
30 'hou ſay'ſt, dear Jeſus, all thy ſaints, 
13 hou, very paſchal Lamb 
70 ho! nature's ſtrength decay, 
W hrough Chriſt, when we together came, 
-- 0 God the Father's throne, 
God, who reigns enthron'd on high, 
oof 0 thee I wholly give, 
tell the Savior all my wants, 
m6 thoſe who know the Lord I ſpeak, 
o whom ſhould I fly for relief? 


— — 


ie 


„ [PRISING from the darkſome tomb, (Zafr) 
2 qi HAT can a ſinner do like me? — 
What heav'nly Man, or lovely God | 
bat abject's this that meets my eyes, (Good Friday) — 
8 hat tho? my frail eyelids refule, Q 
3 bat voice is this J hear ? — 


— 39 
hen I travail in diſtreſs, 
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When darkneſs long has veil'd my mind, — 42 
When J obtain permiſion, 413 
When languor and diſcaſe invade, — 360 
When any turn from Zion's way, 65 
When I ſurvey the wond'rous croſs, — 284 ( 
We all the ſinner's path have trod, 20 
Welcome, welcome bleſſed ſervant, 6 165 
Why do we mourn departing friends? 308 
Why ſhould I doubt his love at laſt ? — 417 
Why ſhould the children of a King, 413 
With all my pow'rs of heart and tongue, — 1 
With joy we meditate the grace, 411 | 
Whom have I in heav'n but thee ? — 334 
V dy ing ſons of men, — —ůů 

Ye ſimple men of heart ſincere, (Chriſtmas) 
Ye ſervants of God your Maſter proclaim, — —— 
Ye virgin ſouls, ariſe, 


Ye wretched hungry, ſtarving poor, 
Your harps, ye trembling ſaints, — 


A COLLECTION 
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75 — — 
415 
an HYMN I. Ty the BIESSED Spinit. 
33 
5 OLY Gnosr, diſpel our ſadneſs, 
30 Pierce the clouds of ſinful ni 
12d 


Come, thou ſource of ſweeteſt gladnels, 
go) Breathe thy lite, and ſpread thy light! 
Loving Spirit, God of peace, 
Great diſtributor of grace, | 
Reſt upon this congregation ! 
a Hear, O hear our ſupplication. 
2T10: A 


NI. 
From that height which knows no meaſure, 
As a gracious ſhow'r deſcend ; 
Bringing down the richeſt treaſure 
Man can wiſh or God can ſend: 
O thou glory ſhining down 
From the Father and the Son, 
Grant us thy illumination ; 
Reſt upon this congregation. 


Come, thou beſt of all donations 

God can give, or we implore ; 
Having thy ſweet conſolations, 

We need wiſh for nothing more : 
Come with unttion and with pow'r, 
On our ſofls thy graces ſhow'r ; 
| Author of the new creation, 
| Make our hearts thy habitation. 
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Manifeſt thy love forever ; 
Fence us in on every fide; 
In diſtreſs be our reliever; 
Guard and teach, ſupport and guide : 
Let thy kind effectual grace 
Turn our feet from evil ways; 
Shew thyſelf our new Creator, 
And conform us to thy nature. 


Be our friend on each occaſion ; 
God, omnipotent to ſave ! 
When we die be our ſalvation ; 
When we're buried be our grave; 
And, when from the grave ve riſe, 
Take us up above the ſkies; 
Seat us with thy ſaints in glory, 
There for ever to adore thee. 


A 3 


HYMN II. 


Another. 7. 
RACIOUS Spirit, Dove divinc 
Let thy light within me ſhine ; 
All my guilty fears remove, 
Fill me full of heav'n and love. 


Speak thy pard'ning grace to me, 
Set the burden'd ſinner free; 


Lead me to the Lamb of God. 
Waſh me 1n his precious blood. 


Life and peace to me impart ; 
Seal ſalvation on my heart : 
Breathe thyſelf into my breaſt, 
Earneſt of immortal reſt, 


Let me never from thee ſtray, 
Keep me in the narrow way : 
Fill my foul with joy divine, 
Keep me, Lord, forever thine. 


HYMN III. 


The invitation. 6, 8. 


YE dying ſons of men, 
Immerg'd in fin and woe, 
The Goſpel's s voice attend, 
While jeſus fends to you: 
Ve periſhing and guilty, come, 
In Jeſu's arms there yet is room. 


No longer now delay, 
Nor vain excuſes frame; 
He bids you come to day, 
Tho' poor, and blind, and lame; 
All things are ready, ſinner, come, 
For every trembling foul there's room. 


Believe the heav*nly word 
His meſlengers proclaim ; 
He 1s a gracious Lord, 
And Faithful is his name: 


Ne. 


Backſliding ſouls return and come, 
Caſt off deſpair, there yet is room. 
Compel'd by bleeding love, 
Ye wand'ring ſheep draw near, 
Chriſt calls you from above, 
His charming accents hear! 
Let whoſoever will. now come ; 
In mercy's breaſt there yet 1s roam. 


IV. The contrite Heart. C. M. 


1 Lord will happineſs divine 
On contrite hearts beſtow; 
Then tell me, gracious God, is mine 

A contrite heart, or no? 


I hear, but ſeem to hear in vain, 
Inſenſible as ſteel : 

If aught is felt, 'tis only pain, 
To find I cannot feel. 


HYMN IV. 


I ſometimes think myſelf inclin'd 
To love thee, if I could; 

But often feel another mind, 
Averle to all that's good. 


My beſt deſires are faint and few, 
I fain would ſtrive for more ; 

But when I cry, © My ſtrength renew,” 
Seem weaker than before. 


Thy ſaints are comforted I know, 
And love thy houſe of pray'r; 

I therefore go where others go, 
But find no comfort there. 


O make this heart rejoice, or ach; 
Decide this doubt for me ; 

And if it be not broken, break, 
And heal it, if it be. 
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8 HYMN v. 
Precious Goſpel. 11. 


' HE Goſpel brings tidings to each wounded 
ſoul, 

That Jeſus the Saviour can make it quite whole; 

And what makes this Goſpel moſt precious to me, 

It offers ſalvation ſo perfectly free. 


This Goſpel ſays further, God ſending his Son, 
To die for poor ſinners, gave all things in one; 
This makes then the Goſpel ſo precious to me, 
Tis ſurely a Goſpel as full as tis free. 


Since Jeſus hath ſav'd me, and that freely too, 
I tain would in all things my gratitude ſhew ; 
But as for man's merit, *tis hateful to me, 


The Goſpel, I love it, 'tis perfecily free. 


HYMN VI. 9 


Redeeming Love. 7. 
New begin the heav'nly theme, 
Sing aloud in ſeſu's name; 


Ye who Jef s kindneſs prove, 
Triumph in Redeemeng Love ! 


[ Ye who ſee the Father's grace 
Beaming in the Savior's face, 

As to Canaan on ye move, 

Praiſe and bleſs Redeeming Love !] 


Mourning ſouls dry up your tears, 
Baniſh all your guilty fears: 
See your guilt and curſe remove, 
Cancell'd by Redeeming Love! 


[ Ye, alas! wholong have been 
Willing ſlaves of death and ſin, 
Now from bliſs no longer rove, 


Stop and taſte Redecming Love ! ] 


10 HYMN VII. 


Welcome all by ſin oppreſt, 
Welcome to your Saviour's breaſt; 
Nothing brought him from above, 
Nothing but Redeeming Love ! 


He ſubdu'd th'infernal pow'rs, 
His tremendous foes and ours, 
From their curſed empire drove, 
Mighty in Redeeming Love! 
Hither then your muſic bring, 
Strike aloud each joyful ſtring ! 
Mortals join the hoſts above, 
Join to praiſe Redeeming Love! 


VII. A Caution to Profeſſors. L. M. 


OT words alone it coſt the Lord, 
To purchaſe pardon for his own ; 


Nor will a ſoul, by grace reſtor'd, 


Return the Savior words alone. 


HYM N VIII. 11 


With golden bells, the prieſtly veſt, 

And rich pomegranates border'd round, 
The need of holineſs expreſs'd, 
And call'd for fruit as well as found. 


Eaſy indeed it were to reach 
A manſion in the courts above, 

If ſwelling words and fluent ſpeech 
Might ſerye inſtead of faith and love. 


But none ſhall gain the bliſsful place, 
Or God's unclouded glory ſee, 

Who talks of free and ſov'reign grace, 
Unleſs that grace has made him free. 


VIII. Light faining out of Darkneſs. C. M. 


£298 moves in a myſterious way, 
His wonders to perform ; 

He plants his footſteps in the ſea, 

And rides upon the ſtorm. 


12 HYMN VII. 


Deep in unfathomable mines 
Of never-failing ſkill, 

He treaſures up his bright deſigns, 
And works his ſovereign will, 


Ye fearful ſaints freſh courage take ; 
The clouds ye ſo much dread, 

Are big with mercy, and ſhall break 
In bleffings on your head. 


Judge not the Lord by feeble ſenſe, 
But truſt him for his grace ; 
Behind a frowning providence 
He hides a ſmiling face. 


His purpoſes will ripen faſt, 
Unfolding every hour; 

The bud may have a bitter taſte, 
But ſweet will be the flow'r. 


HYMN IX. 13 


Blind unbelief is ſure to err, 
And ſcan his work in vain; 

God is his own interpreter, 
And he will make it plain. 


IX. Helpleſs Man. C. M. 


M times of ſorrow and of joy, 

Great God, are in thine hand; 

My choiceſt comforts came from thee, 
And go at thy command. 


If thou ſhould'ſt take them all away, 
Yet would I not repine; 

Before they were poſſeſs d by me, 
They were entirely thine. 


Nor would I dropa murm'ring word, 
Tho' the whole world were gone; 

But ſeek enduri:ig bappineſs | 
In thee, and thee alone. 
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14 HYMN X. 


What is the world and all things here? 
Tis but a bitter ſweet; 

When I attempt a roſe to pluck, 
A pricking thorn I meet. 


Here perfett bliſs can ne'er be found, 
The honey's mixt with gall; 

Midſt changing ſcenes and dying friends 
Be thou my all in all. 


X. Self-examination. C. M. , 
FOR a cloſer walk with God, 
A calm and heavenly frame! 7 


A light to ſhine upon the road 
That leads me to the Lamb! 


Where is the bleſſedneſs I knew, 
When firſt I ſaw the Lord? A 

Where 1s the ſoul refreſhing view 
Of Jeſus and his word ? 


HYMN X. 15 


What peaceful hours I then enjoy'd! 
How ſweet their mem' ry ſtill! 

But now I find an aching void, 
Which God alone can fill. 


Return, O holy Dove, return, 
Sweet meſſenger of reſt 
15 J hate the ſins that make me mourn, 
That drove thee from my breaſt. 


The deareſt idol I have known, 
Whate'er that idol be, 

Help me to bear it from thy throne, 
And worſhip only thee. 


So ſhall my walk be cloſe with God, 
Calm and ſerene my frame; 

And light divine mark out the road, 

That leads me to the Lamb. 


HYMN XI. 


Jeſus, my Lord, my life, my light, 
O come with bliſsful ray ; 
Break radiant through the ſhades of night, 
And chaſe theſe clouds away! 


Thep ſhall m 7 ſoul with rapture trace 
„The token of thy love: 
But the full glorics of thy face 
Are only known above. 
XI. Grace experienced. C. M. 


FT haſt thou, Lord, in tender love, 
Pre vented my requelt, 

And ſent thy Spirit from above, 
* An unexpected gueſt: 

Oft, when my pray'r was ſcarce begun, 

Thou didſt thy fire impart, 

And make thy pard'ning mercy known, 

And ſeat it on my heart. 


— — — 


II. 
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HYMN XII 17 


Why this profuſion of thy grace 

To ſuch a worm as me ? 
Father, I aſk in fix'd amaze, 
Explain the myſtery ! 


Why doſt thou to a ſinner's cry 
Incline thy pitying ear ? 

Thou hear'ſt my Advocate on high, 
And wilt for ever hear. 


Divine Manifeſtation in Diſtreſs. 6. 7. 8. 


HEN [I travail in diſtreſs, 
Or grief of any kind, 
Burthen'd with uneaſineſs, 
And anguiſh on my mind; 
One ſweet ray of heavenly light 
Breaks up the clouds that come between; 
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18 HYM N XIII. 


Turns to day the gloomy night, 
And quite renews the ſcene. 


My complaints with ſpeed remove, 
My ſorrows turn to joy ; 
Songs of melody and love 
Again my tongue employ ; 
Then I enter into reſt, 
Again I call Immanuel mine; 
And, like John, upon his breaſt 
My weary head recline. 


XIII. For Increaſe in Grace. C. M. 
O Jeſu, Jeſu, my good Lord, 


How wondrous 1s thy love, 
Thy patience, pity, tenderneſs, I 
Which I each moment prove! 
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HYMN XIII. 19 


For oh! how faithleſs is my mind, 1 
How apt to turn aſide, | 
And wander in its own deceits 
Of reaſoning and pride. 


Yet, deareſt Savior, love me ſtill, 
The pooreſt and the worſt; 

For well I know where fin abounds, 
Thy grace aboundeth moſt, 


Yet let me not thy grace abuſe, | 
And ſin becauſe thou'rt good; | 

But let thy love fill me with ſhame, | 
That I this love withſtood. 


Savior of ſinners, keep me near, 
Nor let me turn away, 

From thy dear croſs, and bleeding wounds, 
But bind me there to ſtay, 
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20 HYMN XIV. 


On me, my King, exert thy pow'r, 
Make old things paſs away; 

Create all new, and draw me ſtill, 
Still nearer, every day. 


Lord, ſpeak to me with thy ſweet voice, 
And give me ears to hear: 

Still love, forgive, and pity me, 
And hear a ſinner's pray'r. 


XIV. Another. C. M, 


() GIVE me, Saviour, give me ſtill 
My poverty to know ; 
Increaſe my faith, each day i in grace 
And knowledge may I grow. 
Open ſtill more the myſtery 
Of thy dear bleeding croſs ; 


And for this precious pearl, let me 
Count all things elſe but droſs. 


I wi 


But 


H Y M N XV. 2.1 


O how tranſcendent 1s that grace, 
Which thou doſt then beſtow, 

When nothing in myſelf I feel, 
But miſery and woe! 

Tis then indeed, my gracious Lord, 

, Thy ſuffering ſtate I ſee, 

And through that veil with joy behold 

Thy tend'reſt love to me. 


XV. The waiting Soul. C. M. 


Bim from the gentle ſouth, O Lord, 
And cheer me from the north; 
Blow on the treaſures of thy word, 

And call thy ſpices forth! 


I wiſh thou know'ſt, to be refign'd, 
And wait with patient hope; 
But hope delay'd fatigues the mind, 
And drinks the ſpirit up. B 3 


22 HYMN XV. 


Help me to reach the diſtant goal, 
Confirm my ſeeble knee; 

J Pity the ſickneſs of a ſoul 

; That faints for love of thee. 


Cold as I feel this heart of mine, 
f Yet ſince I feel it ſo; 

: It yields ſome hope of life divine 
Within, however low. 


I feem forſaken and alone, 
I hear the lion roar; 

And every door is ſhut but one, ) 
And that is mercy's door. 


q There, till the dear deliv'rer come, I 
| I'll wait with humble pray'r ; 
And when he calls his exile home, 7 


The Lord ſhall find me there. 


HYMN XVI. 23 
Coming to Chriſt. C. M. 
YE wretched, hungry, ſtarving poor, 
Behold a royal feaſt ! 


Where mercy ſpreads her bounteous ſtore 
For ev'ry welcome gueſt, 


See, Jeſus ſtands with open arms; 
He calls, he bids you come : 

Guilt holds you back, and fear alarms ; 
But ſee, there yet is room! 


Room in the Savior's bleeding heart, 
There love and pity meet ; 

Nor will he bid the ſoul depart, 
That trembles at his feet, 


In him the Father reconcil'd, 
Invites the ſouls to come ; 
The rebel ſhall be call'd a child, 
And kindly welcom'd home. B 4 


24 HYMN XVII. 
O come, and with his children taſte 
The bleſſings of his love; 


While hope attends the ſweet repaſt 
Of nobler joys above. 


There, the united heart and voice, 
Before the eternal throne, 

Ten thouſand thouſand ſouls rejoice, 
In ecſtaſies unknown. 


Ten thouſand times ten thouſand more 
Are welcome ſtill to come; 

Ye longing ſouls, the grace adore ; 
Approach, there yet is room. 


XVII. The good Fight. 140. 
UR God is above 


Men, devils. and fin; 


My Jeſus's love 
The battle ſhall win: 


HYMN XVII. 


So terribly glorious 
His coming ſhall be, 

His love all- victorious 
Shall conquer for me. 


He all ſhall break through; 
His truth and his grace 
Shall bring me into 
The plentiful place: 
Through much tribulation, 
Through water and fire, 
Through floods of temptation, 
And flames of delire. 


25 


On Jeſus, my pow'r, 
For ſtrength I rely ; ; 
All evil before 


His preſence ſhall fly : 


266 HYMN XVII. 


If I have a Savior, \ 
He will not depart ; | 
But Jeſus, for ever, v 


Shall hold faſt my heart. 
XVIII. The Conquerors. 6. 8. 


Y whom was David taught 
To aim the dreadful blow, 
When he Goliah fought, 
And laid the Gittite low ? 
No ſword nor ſpear the ſtripling took, 
But chole a pebble from the brook. 


'Twas Iſrael's God and King 
Who ſent him to the fight; 
Who gave him ſtrength to ſling, 
And {kill to aim aright. 
Ye feeble ſaints, your ſtrength endures, 
Becauſe young David's God 1s yours, 


.HYM N XVIII. 


Who order'd Gideon forth, 
To ſtorm th'invader's camp, 
With arms of little worth, 
A pitcher and alamp ; 
The trumpets made his coming known, 
\nd all the hoſt was overthrown. 


Oh ! I have ſeen the day, 
When with a ſingle word, 
God helping me to ſay, 
My truſt is in the Lord; 
ly ſoul has quell'd a thouſand foes, 
earleſs of all that could oppoſe. 


But unbelief, ſelf-will, 
Self-righteouſneſs and pride, 
How often do they ſteal 
My weapon from my fide ! 


* 


28 HYMN XIX. 
Yet David's Lord, and Gideon's Friend, 


Will help his ſervants to the end. ] 
XIX. Prolecting Love. L. M. / 
\ \ HA though my frail eye-lids refuſe 
Continual watching to keep, K 
And punttual as midnight renews, 
Demand the refreſhment of ſleep : * 
A ſov'reign Prote gor I have, 
Unſeen. yet for ever at hand: 1 
Unchangeably faithful to ſave, 
Almighty to rule and command. N 
From evil ſecure, and its dread, 1 
I reſt if my Savior is nigh ; . 
And ſongs his kind preſence indeed, M 


Shall in the night-ſeaſon ſupply : 


HYMN XIX 29 


He ſmiles, and my comforts abound ; 
His grace as the dew ſhall deſcend ; 
And walls of ſalvation ſurround, 


The ſoul he delights to defend. 


Kind author, and ground of my hope, 
Thee, thee for my God I avow; 
My glad Ebenezer ſet up, 
And own thou haſt help'd me till now. 
I muſe on the years thatare paſt, 
Wherein my defence thou haſt prov'd 
Nor wilt thou relinquiſh at laſt, 
A {inner ſo ſignally lov'd. 


fuſe 


Inſpirer and hearer of pray'r, 
Thou feeder and guardian of thine, 

My all to thy covenant care 

[ {leeping-and waking, reſign: 


| 


30 HYMN XIX. 


If chou art my ſhield and my ſun, 
The night is no darkneſs to me; 

And, faſt as my moments roll on, 
They bring me but nearer to thee. 


- 


Thy miniſt "ring ſpirits deſcend, 

To watch while thy ſaints are aſleep ; 
By day and by night they attend, 

The heirs of ſalvation to keep: 
Bright Seraphs, diſpatch'd from the throne _ > 


Repair to their ſtations aſſign'd; O 
And Angels elett are ſent down, P 
To guard the elect of mankind. * 
Thy worſhip no interval knows; ut, 
Their fervor is ſtill on the wing; M 
And, while they protect my repoſe, ill « 


They chaunt to the praiſe of my King ; Be 


HYMN XX. 31 


[ too, at thy ſeaſon ordain'd, 
Their chorus for ever ſhall join, 
And love and adore without end, 
Their faithful Creator, and mine, 


XX. Reflections on Chriſt's Love. 8. 7. 
MY Lord! I've often muſed 


On thy wondrous love to me ; 
How I have the ſame abuſed, . 
Slighted, diſregarded thee ! 
o thy church and thee a ſtranger, 
Pleas'd with what diſpleaſed thee ; 
Loſt, yet could perceive no danger ; 
Wounded, yet no wound could ſee. 


Hut unwearied thou purſu'dſt me, 1 
Still thy calls repeated came; 

ill on Calvary's Mount I view d thee, 
85 Bearing my reproach and blame. 


rone, 


2 HYMN XXI. 


Then o'erwhelm'd with ſhame and ſorrow, 
Whilſt I view each pierced limb, 


Tears bedew the ſcourges furrow ] 
Mingling with the purple ſtream. 

I no more at Mary wonder 8 
Dropping tears upon the grave; 

Earneſt aſking all around her, p 


Where is he who died to ſave? 
Dying love her heart attratted ; 
Soon ſhe felt its riſing pow'r : 
He who Mary thus affetted, 
Bids his mourners weep no more, 


XXI. The Believer's Reſolution. 8. 7. 


AVIOR, can'ſt thou love a traitor ? 
Can'it thou love a child of wrath ? 
Can a hell-deſerving creature 


Be the purchaſe of thy death? 


HYM N XXI. 33 


Is thy blood ſo efficacious, 

As to make my nature clean? - 
Is thy ſacrifice ſo precious, 
As to free me from my fin ? 


Sin on every hand ſurrounds me, 
No acquittance can I hear; 
Pangs of unbelief confound me, 
Oh! my grief I cannot bear: 


Here then is my reſolution, 
At thy deareſt feet to fall : 

Here I'll meet with condemnation, 
Or a freedom from my thrall. 


7- Now deny thy grace and mercy, 
If thou canſt, to wretched me ? 
Lay aſide thy love and pity, 
If thou canſt, and let me die. 


C 
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H YM N XXII. 


If I meet with condemnation, 
uſtly I deſerve the ſame ; 
If I meet with free ſalvation, 
I will magnify thy name. 


XXII. Worthy the Lamb. 6. 4. Tc 

(3-EORY to God on high, 2 
Let heav'n and earth reply, 

Praiſe ye his name ! * 

Angels his love adore, 1 5 


Who all our ſorrows bore, 
And ſaints cry evermore, 
„ Worthy the Lamb Th, 


All they around the throne Yet 
Cheerfully join in one, 
Praiſing his name: 


H YM N XXII. 


| We, who have felt his blood 
Sealing our peace with God, 


Sound his dear fame abroad ; 
Worthy the Lamb! 


oin all the ranſom'd race 
Our Lord and God to bleſs : 
Praiſe ye his name! 
In him we will rejoice, 
Making a cheerful noiſe; 
And ſhout, with heart and voice, 
Worthy the Lamb! 


je! 


| 3 
amb Tho' we muſt change our place, 
Yet ſhall we never ceaſe 
Praiſing his name: 
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36 HYMN XxIn. 


To him we'll tribute bring; 


Hail him our gracious King; An 
And without ceaſing ſing, \ 
Worthy the Lamb ! ( 

XXIII. Grace. 8. M. 4 

RACE! *tis a charming ſound, T 

H armonious to the ear; A 
Heav'n with the echo ſhall reſound, 0 
And all the carth ſhall hear. T 
Grace firſt contriv'd a way It la 
To ſave rebellious man; A 
And all the ſteps that grace diſplay, O 
Which drew the wond'rous plan. M 
"Twas grace that wrote my name May 
In thy eternal book ; At 


"Twas grace that gave me to the Lamb, 
Who all my ſorrows took. 


FN 37 


Grace forc'd my wand'ring feet 
To tread the heav'nly road; 

And new ſupplies each hour I meet, 
While preſſing on to God. 


Grace taught my ſoul to pray, 
And made my eyes o'erflow ; 

'Twas grace which kept me to this day, 
And will not let me go. 


Grace all the work ſhall crown, 
Through everlaſting days ; 

It lays in heaven the topmoſt ſtone, 
And well deſerves the praiſe. 


O let thy grace inſpire 

My ſoul with ſtrength divine! 
May all my pow'rs to thee aſpire, 

And all my days be thine, 
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HYVMN XXIV. 


For a renewed Heart. 8. 


=C) 
38 
H Lord, how faithleſs is my heart, 
How very apt from thee to ſtray ! 
Juſt like a broken bow I ſtart, 
And nature ſtrives to bear the ſway : 
Was ever one ſo vile, yet bleſs'd ; 
So foul, yet by the Lord careſs'd ? 


Forbid, my Lord, each vain deſire, 
And bind my paſſions to thy crols ; 
uench all the ſparks of nature's fire, 
And bid me count my gain but loſs ; 

Lord Jeſus, tear each idol down, 

And ſtabliſh in my heart thy throne ! 


1 


Grace, grace ſhall wipe away my tears, H 
And ſpeak the tempeſt to a calm ; Ww 

Shall warm my heart, and charm my fears 

And prove a never-failing balm ; 


HY M N NAV. 39 
The maladies of ſin remove, 
And fill my ſoul with holy love. 


Henceforth I'd ſerve thee, if thou'lt pleaſe 
To gird me with a heav*nly pow'r; 

I'd ſing the glories of thy grace, 
Till all my pilgrimage be o'er ; 

With hallow'd fre inſpire my tongue, 

And love ſhall be my endlels ſong ! 


XXV. Thankfulneſs for Grace. 6. 8. 


XA) HAT voice is this I hear; 
A kind falute of grace, 
Which whiſpers in my ear 
The grateful words of peace ? 
is Hail, bleſſed Lord! tis thy ſweet voice, 
Which bids me in thy blood rejoice. 
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Thou art my chief delight, 
A lovely friend indeed; 
Moſt precious in my ſight, 
My help in ev'ry need: 
Hereby I'm ſtrengthen'd in the way, 
And thank thee for this goſpel day. 
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Unworthy as I am, 
And baſe in my own eyes, 
On my account the Lamb 
Aſcends the upper ſkies ; 
Aſſumes at God's right hand a ſeat, 
And lets me fit beneath his feet. 
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My great High Prieſt is gone 
Into the holy place; 
The curtain is withdrawn, 


Which veil'd his lovely face; 
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HYMN XXVI. 


The paſſage now is clear and free, 
The veil is rent for happy me. 


XXVI. For a living Faith, C. M. 


IN thee, O Chriſt, is all my hope, 
My comfort all in thee; 
Whilſt here I feel thy mercy nigh, 
I know thou guardeſt me. 


Me, nor the ſaints of earth can help, 
Nor angels near thy throne ; 

To thee I run thy help to find, 
And truſt in thee alone. 


I feel the load of fin ſo vaſt, 
It ſinks me to the grave; 

But let thy blood waſh out my fins, 
Mine whom thou cam'ſt to ſave. 


42 HYMN XXVII. 


On me, thy helpleſs worm, O Lord, 
A living faith beſtow ; 

That I thy nature's hidden ſweets, 
May taſte, and ſee and know. 


Triumphant let me live, by love 
Shed in my heart abroad; 

And faithfully to Jeſus give 
The life which he beſtow'd. 


nl. ing divine Communion, C. M. 


ESUS, the all-reſtoring word, 
Our fallen ſpirits hope, 
Aſter thy lovely likeneſs, Lord, 
O when ſhall we wake up ? 


Thou, O our God, thou only art 
The life, the truth, the way ; 4 
Quicken our ſouls, inſtrutt our hearts, | 
Our ſinking footſteps ſtay. 1 


H Y M N XXVII. 43. * "8 


All that thou doſt on earth beſtow 
Of heaven, vouchſafe to give: 
Give us, O Lord, thyſelf to know, 


In thee to walk and hve. 


Fill us with all the life of love ; 
In myſtic union join 

Us to thyſelf, and let us prove 
The fellowſhip divine. 


N. Open the intercourſe between 
Our longing ſouls and thee, 
Never to be broke off again, 
Through all eternity. 


XXVIII. Invitation to Praiſe. S. M. 


WAKE, and ſing the ſong 
Of Moſes and the Lamb ; 
, Wake ev'ry heart and ev'ry tongue, 
To praiſe the Savior's name. 


HYMN XXVIII. 


Sing of his dying love, 
Sing of his riſing pow'r 

Sing how he intercedes 3 
For thoſe whole {ins he bore. 


Sing, till we feel our hearts 
Aſcending with our tongues ; 

Sing till the love of fin departs, 
And grace inſpires our ſongs. 


Sing on your heav'nly way, 
Ye ranſom'd ſinners ſing; 
Sing on rejoicing every day, 


In Chriſt th* eternal King. 


Soon ſhall ye hear him ſay, 

Ve bleſſed children come; 
Soon will he call you hence away, 
To take his wand'rers home. 


HY MN XXIX. 


Pſalm 100. L. M. 


Bren Jehovah's awful throne, 
Ye nations, bow with facred joy ; 

Know that the Lord is God alone ; 

He can create, and he deſtroy. 
lis ſov'reign pow'r, without our aid, 

Made us of clay, and form'd us men ; 
And when like wand'ring ſheep we ſtray'd, 
He brought us to his fold again. 


We'll croud thy gates with thankful ſongs, 
High as the heav'ns our voices ralle ; 

And earth, with her ten thouſand tongues, 
Sha!l Hl thy courts with ſounding praiſe. 


Wide as the world is thy command, 
Vaſt as eternity thy love; 
Firm as a rock thy truth muſt ſtand, 
When rolling years ſhall ceaſe to move, 
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HYMN XXX. 
Wreſtling Jacob. 7. 


AY, I cannot let thee go, 
Till a bleſſing thou beſtow ; 


Do not turn away thy face, 
Mine's an urgent, preſſing caſe. 


Doſt thou aſk me who I am? 
Ah, my Lord, thou know'ſt my name! 
Yet the queſtion gives a plea, 
To ſupport my ſuit with thee. 


Thou diſt once a wretch behold, 
In rebellion blindly bold; 

Scorn thy grace, thy pow'r defy, 
That poor rebel, Lord, was I. 


Once a ſinner near deſpair, 
Sought thy mercy- ſeat by pray ; 
Mercy heard, and ſet him free, 
Lord, that mercy came to me. 


46 


3 — | 


HYMN XXXI. 


Many years have pals'd fince then, 
Many changes I have ſeen ; 

Yet have been upheld till now : 
Who could hold me up but thou ? 


Thou haſt help'd in ev'ry need; 
This emboldens me to plead, 
Aſter ſo much mercy paſt, 
Canſt thou let me {fink at laſt ? 


No- I muſt maintain my hold, 
'Tis thy goodneſs makes me bold ; 
I can no demial take, 


When I plead for ]eſu's ſake. 
XXXI. Self. Dedication. 7. 


{ATHER, Son, and Holy Ghoſt, 
One in three, and three in one! - 
As by the celeſtial hoſt, 
Let thy will on earth be done! 
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Praiſe by all to thee be giv'n, 
Glorious Lord of earth and heav'n ? 


If fo poor a worm as I 

May to thy great glory live; 
All mine actions ſanctity, 

All my thoughts and words receive ; 
Claim me for thy ſervice—claim 

All 1 have and all I am! 


Take my ſoul and body's pow'rs, 
Take my mem'ry, mind and will; 
All my goods, and all my hours, 
All I know and all I feel; 
All I think, and ſpeak and do; 
Take mine heart—but make it new! 


Father, Son, and Holy Ghoſt, 
One in three, and three in one! 


HY MN XXXII. 49 


As by the celeſtial hoſt, 

Let thy will on earth be done! 
Praiſe by all to thee be giv'n, 
Glorious Lord of earth and heav'n! 


XXXII. Good Friday. 8. 8. 6. 


HIS fhniſh'd,” the Redeemer ſaid, 
And meekly bow'd his dying head ; 
O wondrous loving pain 
ome, ſinners, and mark well the word; 
here view the conqueſts of our Lord, 
Complete for helpleſs man, 


. 
I 


ind the righteouſneſs of grace, 
F:ni/i'd the pain that bought our peace; 
' The ſinner's debt is paid; 
\ccuſing law cancell'd by blood, 
\nd wrath of an offended God 


In ſweet ablivian laid. D 


50 HYMN XXXII. 


Who now ſhall urge a ſecond claim ? 1 
The law no longer can condemn, ) 
Faith a releaſe can ſhew : 8 
Juſtice itſelf a friend appears, 
The priſon-houſe a whiſper hears, 
Looſe him, and let him go. 


O unbelief, injurious bar! 

Source of tormenting fruitleſs fear, 
Why doſt thou yet reply? 

Where'er thy loud objettions fall, 

Tis finiſſid, ſtill may anſwer all, 
And ſilence ev'ry cry. 


XXXIII. The ſame. 8. 


Love divine, what haſt thou done ! 
Th' immortal God hath died for me ! 

The Father's co-eternal Son 
Bore all my fins upon the tree. 


HYMN XXX. 51 


Th' immortal God for me hath died; 
My Lord, my love is crucified! 


Sinners, behold, as ye paſs by, 
The bleeding Prince of life and peace ; 
Come, ſee, ye worms, your Maker die, 
And ſay, Was ever grief like his? 
Come, feel with me his blood applied; 
My Lord, my love, is crucihed ! 


Is crucified for me and you, 

To bring his people back to God ; 
Believe, believe the record true, 

His church is purchas'd with his blood; 
Pardon and life flow from his fide ; 
My Lord, my love, is crucihed ! 


Then let us fit beneath his croſs, 
And gladly catch the healing ſtream ; 
D 2 


2 HYMN XXXIV. 


All things for him account but droſs, 

And give up all our hearts to him: 
Of nothing ſpeak or think beſide; 
My Lord, my love, is crucified. 


XXXIV. Original and actual Sin. C. M. 


Lin. I would ſpread my fore diſtreſs 
And guilt before thine eyes : 
Againſt thy law, againſt thy grace, 
How high my crimes ariſe! 


Shouldſt thou conſign my ſoul to hell, 
And cruſh my fleſh to duſt ; 

Heav'n would approve thy vengeance well, 
And earth muſt own it juſt. 


No works nor righteouſneſs of meri 
For ſin can e'er atone : 


The death of Chriſt ſhall ſtill remain 
Sufficient and alone. 


D. M. 
els 


> well, 


B YM N XXXV. 53 


Then do not from my ſoul depart, 
Nor drive me from thy face ; 
Create anew my ſinful heart, 
And fill my mouth with praiſe. 


XXXV. The Atonement. 8. 7. 


H. L, thou once deſpiſed Jeſus! 
* Hail, thou Galilean King, 
Mio dialt fuffer to releaſe us, 
ho did(t free ſalvation bring: 


Hail. thou precious, precious Savior, 
Who haſt borne our fin and ſhame ; 
By whoſe merit we find favor ; 
Life is given through thy name! 
Paſchal Lamb. by God appointed, 
All our tins were on thee laid: 
By almighty love anointed. 
Thou haſt full atonement made, D 3 
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HY MN XXXV. 


Ev'ry fin may be forgiven, 

Through the virtue of thy blood! 
Open'd is the gate of heaven, 

Peace is made *twixt man and God. 


Jeſus, hail ! enthron'd in glory, 
There forever to abide, 

All the heav*nly hoſts adore thee, 
Seated at thy father's fide : 

There for ſinners thou art pleading, 
** Spare them yet another year ;” 

Thou for ſaints art interceding, 


Till in glory they appear. 
Worſhip, honor, power, and bleſſing, 


Chriſt is worthy to receive, 
Loudeſt praiſes without ceaſing, 
Meet it is for us to give: 


HYMN XXXVI. 55 


Help, ye bright angelic ſpirits, 

Bring Fang ſweeteſt, nobleſt lays: 
Help to ſing our jeſu's merits, 

Help to chaunt Immanuel's praiſe ! 


XXXVI. Chriſt's Merits. 8. 7. * 
OTHING but thy blood, O Jeſus, 


Can relieve us from our — 
Nothing elſe from guilt releaſe us, 
Nothing elſe can melt the how. 


Law and terrors do but harden, 
All the while they work alone; 
But a ſenſe of blood-bought pardon 
Soon diſſolves a heart of ſtone, 


Jeſus, all our conſolations 
Flow from thee, the ſov'reign good; 
Love, and faith, and hope, and patience, 
All are purchas'd by thy blood. D 4 


55 HYMN XXXVIL 


From thy fulneſs we receive them ; 
Wie have nothing of our own ; 
Freely thou delight to give them 


F To the needy who have none. 
1 Teach us by thy patient ſpirit, 
How to mourn and not deſpair ; 
Let us leaning on thy merit, 


Wreſtle hard with God in pray'r. 


Whatſoe'er afflictions ſeize us, 
They ſhall profit, if not pleaſe : 

But defend. defend us Jetus, 
From ſecurity and eale. 


XXXVII. Prayer for Aſſurance. 8. 


OME, Holy Ghoſt, my foul inſpire, 
Atteſt that T am born again : 

Come, and baptize me, Lord, with fire, 

Let no more doubt or cloud remain: 


ET 


* — 


HYMN XXXVIII. 57 


Give me the ſenſe of fin forgiv'n, 
Sweet foretaſte of approaching heav'n. 


O give th' indiſputable ſeal, 
That aſcertains the kingdom mine ; 
That pow'rful ſtamp I long to feel, 
The ſignature of love divine: 
O ſhed it in my heart abroad, 
Fulneſs of love, of heav'n, of God. 


XXXVIII. For Chriſt's Guidance. 8. 7. 
ESUS, lead me by thy power, 


Safe into the promis'd reſt : 
Hide my ſoul within thy boſom, 


8. Let me lean upon thy breaſt ; 

» Feed me with thy heav*nly manna, 
Bread that angels eat above ; 

>, Let me drink from thee, the fountain, 


Draughts of everlaſting love. 


| 58 HYMN XxXXVII. 


Through the deſart wild conduct me, 
With a glorious fire bright, 
In the day a cooling comfort, 
And a cheering pillar by night: 
Be my guide in every peril, 
Watch me hourly night and day, 
Elſe my fooliſh heart will wander N 
From my ſpirit far away. 


Nothing can preſerve my going, 
But ſalvation full and free; 
Nothing can my ſoul diſhearten, 

But my abſence, Lord, from thee: 
Nothing can delay my progreſs, 

Nothing can diſturb my reſt, 
If I can, whate'er the danger, 


Lean my ſpirit on thy breaſt. 


— 


H YM N XXXIX. 


In thy preſence Ia happy, 
In thy preſence I'm ſecure ; 
In thy preſence all affliètions 
I can eaſily endure ; 
In thy preſence I can conquer, 
I can ſuffer, I can die; 
Far from thee I faint and languiſh ; 
O my Savior keep me nigh! 


XXXIX. Another. 8. 7. 


UIDE me, O thou great Jehovah, 
Pilgrim through this baren land ; 
Jam weak, but thou art mighty, 
Hold me with thy pow'rful hand: 
Bread of heaven! bread of heaven! 
Feed me now and ever more. 


Open now the cryſtal fountain 
Whence the healing ſtreams do flow ; 


60 HY MN XXXIX. 


Let thy fiery cloudy pillar 
Lead me all my journey through: 
Strong Deliv'rer ! ſtrong Delin'rer ! 


Be thou ſtill my ſtrength and ſſield. 


When I tread the verge of Jordan, 
Bid my anxious fears ſubſide ; 
Death of death, and hell's deſtruction. 
Land me ſafe on Canaan's ſide. 
Songs of praiſes, ſongs of praiſes, 
I will ever give to thee. 


Muſing on my habitation, 
Multng on my heav nly home, 

Fills my foul with holy longing, 
Come, my [eſus, quickly come, 

Vanity is all J ſee, 

Lord I long io be with thee ! 


HYMN XI. 61 
Safely in Chriſt. 8. 8. 6. 


Y AGE of the world, thy beams I bleſs; 
On thee, bright Sun of Righteouſneſs, 
My faith hath fix'd its eye : 
Guided by thee, through all I go, 
Nor fear the ruin ſpread below, 
For thou art always nigh. 


Ten thouſand ſnares my path beſet, 
Yet ſhall I, Lord, the work complete, 

Which thou to me halt giv'n: 
Superior to the pains J feel, 


Cloſe by the gates of death and hell, 
I] urge my way to heav'n. 


Still may I ſtrive, and labor till, 
With humble zeal, to do thy will, 
And truſt in thy defence; 


62 HYMN XII. 


My ſoul into thy hands I give; 
And, if he can obtain thy leave, 
Let Satan pluck me thence. 


XLI. The waiting Soul. C. M. 


Wait the viſits of thy grace, 
My Savior and my God; 

O come and ſhew thy ſmiling face, 
And waſh me in thy blood. 


Oh! whither can I go to get 
A pardon for my {in ? 

But only to my Saviour's feet, 
And wait and call on him. 


Oh! that I could but once, by faith, 
Behold him on the tree ; 

And ſee him languiſh there to death, 

And ſhed his blood for me. 


HY MN XLII. 


Oh! that I might at once be found 
In that bleſt wedding drefs, 

Which in my ears doth often ſound, 
His blood and righteouſneſs, 

'Tis this alone can give me eale, | 18 
And heal my wounded heart ; s 

My Saviour's blood and righteouſneſs, 
His ſufferings and ſmart. 


ALI. The Lord our Righteouſneſs. L. M. 


ESU, thy blood and righteouſneſs 
My beauty are, my glorious dreſs; 
Midſt flaming worlds in theſe array'd, - - _=_ 
With joy ſhall I lift up my head. 2. 
When from the duſt of earth I riſe, I 

To claim my manſion in the ſkies, 


Ev'n then ſhall this be all my plea, : 
* Jelus hath liv'd, hath died, for me,” i 


H TMN XLII. 


Bold ſhall I ſtand in that great day, 

For who ought to my charge ſhall lay ? 
Fully through thee abloly” q I am 

From {in and fear, from guilt and ſhame. 


Thus Abraham, the friend of God, 
Thus all the armies bought with blood, 
Saviour of ſinners, thee proclaim, 
Sinners, of whom the chief I am. 


This ſpotleſs robe the ſame appears, 
When ruin'd nature ſinks in years; 
No age can change its glorious hue, 
The grace of Chriſt is ever new. 


O let the dead now hear thy voice, 
Now bid thy baniſh'd ones rejoice ; i 
Their beauty this, their glorious dreſs, 
Jeſus the Lord our righteouſneſs ! 


\ 
HYMN XLIII. 
Will ye alſo go away? C. M. 
WHEN any any turn from Zion's way, 


(Alas! what numbers do ) 


wat I hear my Savior ſa ay, 
„ Wilt thou forſake me to! 


Ah, Lord! with ſuch a heart as mine, 
Unleſs thou hold me faſt, 

I feel I muſt, I ſhall decline, 
And prove like them at laſt. 


Yet thou alone haſt pow'r, I know, 
To ſave a wretch like me ; 

To whom, or whither could I go, 
If I ſhould turn from thee ? 


The help of men and angels join'd, 
Can never reach my caſe ; 


E 
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Nor can I hope relief to find, 
But in thy boundleſs grace. ; 


No voice but thine can give me reſt, 
And bid my fears depart ; 

No love but thine can make me bleſt, 
And fatisfy my heart. 


What anguiſh has that queſtion ſtirr'd, 
If I will allo go? 
Yet Lord, relying on thy love, 
I humbly anſwer, No. 
XLIV. The Jubilee. 6. 8. 


LOW ye the trumpet, blow 
The gladly ſolemn ſound ; 
Let all the nations know 
To earth's remoteſt bound, 
The year of jubilee is come ; 
Return, ye ranſom'd finners, home ! 


HYMN XLV. 6 
_ Lamb of God, / 


The great atoning Lamb ! 
Redemption in his blood 
Throughout the world proclaim : 
The year of jubilee 1s come ; 
Return, ye ranſom'd ſinners, home! 


Ye who have ſold for nought 
Your heritage above, 
Shall have it back unbought, 
The g V of jeſu's love: 
The year of jubilee is come; 
Return, ye ranſom'd ſinners, home! 


Ye ſlaves of ſin and hell, 
Your liberty receive ; 

And ſafe in jeſus dwell, 
And bleſt in Jeſus live. 
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The year of jubilee is come, 
Return ye ranſom'd ſinners, home! 


The goſpel trumpet hear, 
The neus of heav'nly grace; 
Ye happy ſouls draw near, 
Behold your Savior's face. 
The year of jubilee is come; 
Return to your eternal home! 


XLV. The ſame. L. M. 


APTAIN of thine enliſted hoſt, 
Diſplay thy glorious banner high ; 
The ſummons ſend from coaſt to coaſt, 
And call a num'rous army nigh. 


A ſolemn jubilee proclaim 
Proclaim the great ſabbatic day : 


Be 


HYMN XLVI. 69 


Aſſert the glories of thy name, 

Spoil Satan of his wiſh'd-for prey! 

Bid, bid thy heralds publiſh loud 
The peaceful bleſſings of thy reign: . 

And when they ſpeak of ſprinkling blood, 
The myſt'ry to the heart explam, 

Fight for thyſelf, O Jeſus, fight; 

The revel of thy foul regam ; 

Before the blind make darkneſs light, 
And crooked paths do thou make plain, 
XLVI. Unchangeable Love. C. M. 

UR God, how firm his promiſe ſtands, 
E'en when he hides his face, 
He truſts in our Redeemer's hands, 
His glory and his grace. 
Beneath his ſmiles my heart hath liv'd, 
And part of heav'n poſſeſs d! E 3 
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The year of jubilee is come, 
Return ye ranſom'd ſinners, home! 


The goſpel trumpet hear, 
The news of heav'nly grace; 
Ye happy ſouls draw near, 
Behold your Savior's face. 
The year of jubilee is come ; 
Return to your eternal home! 


XLV. The ſame. L. M. 


APTAIN of thine enliſted hoſt, 
Diſplay thy glorious banner high ; 
The ſummons ſend from coaſt to coaſt, He 
And call a num'rous army nigh. 


A ſolemn jubilee proclaim Be 
Proclaim the great ſabbatic day : 


HYMN XLVI. 69 


Aſſert the glories of thy name, 
Spoil Satan of his wiſh'd-for prey! 

Bid, bid thy heralds publiſh loud 
The peaceful bleſſings of thy reign: 

And when they ſpeak of ſprinkling blood, 
The myſt'ry to the heart explain, 

Fight for thyſelf, O Jeſus, fight; 

The travail of thy foul regain ; 

Before the blind make darkneſs light, 
And crooked paths do thou make plain. 
XLVI. Unchangeable Love. C. M. 

OU God, how firm his promiſe ſtands, 
E'en when he hides his face, 
He truſts in our Redeemer's hands, 
His glory and his grace. 
Beneath his ſmiles my heart hath liv'd, 
And part of heav'n poſſeſs d! 


HO HYMN XLVI. 


I thank him for his grace receiv'd, 
And truſt him for the reſt. 


Jeſus, my God, I know his name, 
His name 1s all my truſt ; 
He will not put my ſoul to ſhame, 


Nor let my hope be loſt, 


Thus will he own my worthleſs name 
Before his Father's face ; 
And in the new Jeruſalem 


Aſſign my ſoul a place. 
XLVII. I am the God of Abraham. 6.8. 4. 
HE God of Abr ham praiſe, 


Who reigns enthron'd above; 
Ancient of everlaſting days, 
And God of love: 
Jehovah, great I AM! 
By earth and heav'n confeſt 


HYMN XLVII. 


I bow and bleſs the ſacred name, 
For ever bleſt. 


The God of Abr'ham praiſe, 
At whole ſupreme command 
From earth I riſe—and ſeck the 10ys 
At his right hand. 
I all on earth forſake ; 
Its wiſdom, fame, and pow'r; 
And him my only POr tion make, 


My ſhield and tow'r. 


The God of % [um praiſe, 
Whoſe ail-iuthcient grace 
Shall guide me all my happy days, 
In all his ways: 
He calls a worm his friend! 


He calls himſelf my God! 
E 4 
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And he ſhall fave me to the end, 
Thro' Jelu's blood. 


He by himſelf hath ſworn, 
I on his oath depend ; 
I ſhall, on eagle's wings upborne, 
To heav'n aſcend : 
N I ſhall behold his face, 
. I ſhall his pow'r adore, 
And ſing the wonders of his grace 
For evermore. 


XLVIII. Part Second. 


H O' nature's ſtrength decay, 
And earth and hell withſtand, | F 
To Canaan's bounds I urge my way, 
At his command : 
The wat'ry deep I paſs, 
With Jeſus in my view : 


HYMN XLVIII. 


And through the howling wilderneſs 
My way purſue. 


The goodly land I ſee, 
With peace and plenty bleſt, 
A land of ſacred liberty, 
And endleſs reſt : 
There milk and honey flow, 
And oll and wine abound ; 
And trees of life for ever grow, 
With mercy crown'd, 


There dwells the Lord our King, 
The Lord our righteouſneſs, 
Triumphant o'er the world and fin, 
The Prince of Peace: 
On S1on's ſacred height 
His kingdom till maintains; 


* 
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And glorious with his ſaints in light, 
For ever reigns. 


K co, C00 _ 


He keeps his own ſecure, 

He guards them by his fide, 
Arrays in garments white and pure 

His ſpotleſs bride : 

With ſtreams of ſacred bliſs, 

With groves of living joys, 
With all the fruits of paradiſe, 

He ſtill ſupplies. 


Before the great Three One 
They all exulting ſtand; 
And tell the wonders he hath done, 
Thro' all their land. 
The liſt'ning ſpheres attend, 
And ſwell the growing fame, 


H YM N XLIX. 


And ſing, in ſongs that never end, 
The wond'rous name. 


XLIX. Part Third. 
JH God who reigns on high, 


The great archangels ing, 
And“ Holy, holy, holy,” cry, 
+ Almighty King! 
* Who was, and is the ſame ; 
And ecvermore /hall be ; 
Jehovah - Father great I AM? 
We worſhip thee.” 


Before the Savior's face 
The ranſom'd nations bow ; 
O'crwhelm'd at his almighty grace, 
For ever new : 


F 
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He ſhews his prints of love, 
They kindle to a flame ! 
And ſound thro? all the worlds above, 
The ſlaughter'd Lamb. 
5 The whole triumphant hoſt 
I Give thanks to God on high; 
N „Hail, Father, Son, and Holy Ghoſt,” 
4 They ever cry : 
4 | Hail, Abraham's God and mine; 
5 I join the heav*nly lays: 
All might and majeſty be thine, 
And endleſs praiſe, 


L. Waiting Faith. C. M. 
T E ſaints ſhould never be diſmay'd, 
Nor ſink in hopeleſs fear; hy fre 


For when they leaſt expect his aid, 
The Savior will appear, 


N Y 
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Or and grace divine 


his word 3 
felt care of mine 
h the Lord. 
nable aid; 
d, though it tarry, wait : 
The promi 


le may be long delay'd, 
ut cannot come too late. 


8 HYMN II. 


But, through thy free goodneſs my ſpirits revive, 
And he that firſt made me, {till keeps me alive. 


ee 

The 
Gre. 
And 
All 
Seals 


W henc'er I miſtake, thy kind mercy begins 

To melt me, and then I can mourn for my fins; 
And, led by thy ſpirit to ſeſus's blood, 

My ſorrows are dried, and my ſtrength is renew'd. 


Thy mercy 1s more than a match for my heart, 
Which wonders to feel its own hardnels depart ; 
Diſſolv'd by thy ſunſhine, I fall to the ground, 
Aud weep to the praile of the mercy I found. 


Thy mercy 1s endleſs, moſt tender and free ; 

No linner feed doubt, ſince tis giv'n to me; 
No merit will buy it, nor fears ſtop its courſe; 
Good works are the fruits of its freeneſs and force: 


in leſus exempts me from hell; 


HYMN II. 79 


1 was Jeſus, my friend, when he hung on the tree, 
That open'd the channel of mercy for me. 


Great Father of mercies, thy goodneſs I own, 
And the covenant love of thy crucified Son : 

All praiſe to the Spirit, whoſe whiſper divine 
seals mercy, and pardon, and righteouſneſs, mine. 


40 LII. In Affliction. 104. 
MY Jeſus, my hope 
When will he appear, 
3 A ſoul to lift up Wt 
, That waits for him here; nal 
In much tribulation, Ws 
In trouble's exceſs, 7 | 
In height of temptation, * 2h 
And depth of diſtreſs ?* wn 
O when ſhall I ſee 
An end of my pain ; 
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HYMN III. 
And triumph in thee, 
My Savior, again ? 
Lord, haſten the hour, 
Thy kingdom bring in; 


And give me thy pow'r, 


And ſave me from in. 


O Jeſus, thou know'ſt 
My ſorrowful load; 

And ſeeſt that my truſt 
Is all in thy blood: 


Thou wilt have compaſſion, 


My burden remove; 
Thy name is ſalvation, 
Thy nature is love. 


Thy nature and name 
My portion ſhall be, 


3 


I 
In 


81 


HYMN UML. 


Who humbly lay claim 
To all things in thee : 
The days of my mourning 
And painful diſtreſs, 
Shall, at thy returning, 

Eternally ceaſe, 


LIII. Hardneſs of Heart, L. M. 


188 thou lovely bleeding Lamb, 
To thee I pour out my complaint, 
I will not hide from thee my ſhame ; wt 

I own, and bluſh to own my want. bl 


If yet thou canſt compaſſion have ; 
If grace doth more than fin abound, 

In me exert thy power to ſave, 
And let me in thy reſt be found, 


F 


82 HYMN III. 


Lay to thine hand, almighty love; 
The work, O God, is worthy thee, 
Such ſad deſtruttion to remove, 
And ſave a ſoul ſo vile as me. 


Not without hope, for thee I mourn ; 
I feel, in parti, thy love to me ; 
Thy love, my flinty heart ſhall turn, 

And get itſelf the victory. 


Thou lov'dſt, before the world began, 
This poor, unloving ſoul of mine: 
eſus came down, my God was man, 
That I might all become divine. 


My anchor this, which cannot move, 
The ſervant as his Lord ſhall be: 

And I ſhall live my God to love, 
And die in him who died for me. 
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HYMN LV. 


Then let the law in rigor ſtand, 

And for perfection call; 

My Lord diſcharg'd the whole demand, 
My ſurety paid it all. 


Let ev'ry high ſelf-righteous thought 
Be utterly caſt down ; 

Free-grace alone the work hath wrought, 
And grace ſhall wear the crown, 


O may I practically ſhew 
My intereſt in that grace! 
Be all I am, and have, and do, The 


Devoted to thy praiſe! 
LV. The Church's Head St. Stephen's. 7 


HA of the church triumphant! 
We joy fully adore thee ; 

Till chou appear, thy members here 

Shall ſing like thoſe in glory; 


5 furnace, 
And paſſing through the fire, 

Thy lo > Which tries ou 

ings us nigher. 


made us thine, 
e for ever, 


| rough torrents of tem 
Nor will 


F 3 


r ways, 


86 HYMN LVL 


The world, with {in and Satan, 
In vain our march oppoles ; 
By thee we ſhall break through them all, 
And ſing the ſong of Moſes, 


By faith we ſee the glory, 
To which thou ſhalt reſtore us; 
The world deſpiſe for that high prize, 
Which thou haſt ſet before us. 


And if thou count us worthy, 
We each, as dying Stephen, 
Shall ſee thee ſtand at God's right hand, 
To take us up to heaven. 


EVI. The waiting Soul. L. M. T. 


HAT can a ſinner do like me, 
When ſtruck by an almighty power, Th 
And ſunk in deepeſt milery ? 
Nothing, but wait at mercy's door. 
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And view 
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or my fins di 
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88 HYMN LVIL 


Sunday. L. M. 


HANKS to thy name, O Lord, that we 
One glorious ſabbath more behold ; 
Dear Shepherd, let us meet with thee 
Among thy ſheep in this thy fold. 


Now, Lord, among thy tribes appear, 
And let thy preſence fill the throng ; 
Thy awful voice let finners hear, 
And bid the feeble heart be ſtrong. 


Gather the lambs into thine arms, 
And ſatisfy their ev'ry want; 

And thoſe with young defend from harms, 
And gently lead them leſt they faint. 


Put forth thy ſhepherd's crook and ſtay 
Thy wandering ſheep, and bring them back; 

Oh! bring the wandering home to day, 
And ſave them for thy mercy's ſake. 


ack; 


HYMN LVIII. 


Let every ſoul before thee here 

Through thee, the door, now enter in, 
Find paſture with our Savior dear, 
Sav'd from the guilt and power of fin. 


Dear tender-hearted Shepherd: look, 
And let our wants thy bowels move; 
And kindly lead thy little flock 
To the ſweet paſtures of thy love. 


There ſweetly feed our hungry ſouls 
In flowery fields near the ſweet ſtream, 
Where living water gently rolls 
Towards the new Jeruſalem. 


LVIII. o Deſires. 6. 7. 8. 


OTHING in this world I want, 
No treaſure here beneath ; 

Only for thee, Lord, I pant, 

For thee alone 1 breathe "i 


yo 


H TMN LVIII. 


; 
. 
Wipe away my nature's ſin, £4 
Thy image in my breaſt reſtore ; : 
Thou alone canſt make me clean, 5 
And bid me ſin no more. 8 
Thou inviteſt me to come | 
To ſhare thy people's reſt ; i gr 
Poor 1n ſpirit I preſume 
To preſs unto the feaſt : WC lol 
Saving faith to me impart, he | 
And cloath me with thy righteouſneſs, Ver. 
In the fountain dip my heart, All th 
And ſign my glad releaſe. | Vhor 
Fill me with thy perfett love, — | 
And anſwer each complaint ; "Y 
Unbelieving thoughts remove, = ou 
end tr; 


And baniſh all my want: 


HYMN LIX. 


Lord enable me 


r 


y race, 
Till thou dot take 


thy bride, 
LIX. Lerſeverane. 11. 
7 QTAND faſt in the golpel ; »ts Chriſt makes you 
ree 


2 HYMN LX. 


*Tis now called day, but the night will ſoon come, 
When labor muſt ceaſe, and the lab'rers go home. 


LX. Divine Love. 7. 6. 


Love, come, ſweetly bind me, 
And keep me near thy ſide; 
And evermore remind me, 


That thou for me haſt died. 


I with to hear thy ſpirit, 
Of that for ever preach, 

That thy love, blood, and merit, 
May me obedience teach. 


I know that my ſalvation 
Is certain, through thy love, 
And Oh ! on each occafion 
May I molt faithful prove! 


: g Work is done! 
edeemer dies! 
ant groan 


* 


94 HYMN LXI. 


The earth doth to her centre quake, 
And heaven as hell's deep gloom is black ! 


The temple's veil is rent in twain, 
While Jeſus meekly bows his head ; 
The rocks reſent his mortal pain, 
The yawning graves give up their dead ; 
The bodies of the ſaints ariſe, 
Reviving as their Savior dies. 


And ſhall not we his death partake, 
In ſympathetic anguiſh groan ? 
O Savior ! let thy paſſion ſhake 
Our earth, and rend our hearts of ſtone : 
To ſecond life our ſouls reſtore, 
And wake us that we ſleep no more, 


8 


HYMN LXII. 9 5 
LXII. The Foy of Faith. 


Hew happy are we, = 
Our elettion who ſee, | 
And can venture our ſoul's on thy gracious decrec! 

In Jeſus approv'd ; 
From eternity lov'd ; 
And held in his hand, whence we cannot be moy'd! 


= © 


Tis ſweet to recline 

On the boſom divine, 

And experience the comforts peculiar to thine ; 
While, borne from above, 
And upheld by thy love, 

Ve with ſinging and triumph to Sion remove. 


As doves we have preſt 


To the ark of thy breaſt, 


6 HYMN LXIL 


That harbor of ſafety, that centre of reſt : 
Thou has taken us in, 

Thou haſt cancell'd our ſin, 
And ſown the ſure ſeed of ſalvation within. 


- w 


It. 
Our ſeeking thy face 
Was the ſruit of thy grace; 
Thy goodneſs deſerves, and ſnall have all the praiſe: No! 
No ſinner can be 
Beforehand with thee ; 
Thy grace is preventing, almighty and free, The 


EfteQually drawn, 
We came to thy Son; 
And thou'lt perfect the work, for the work was thy 
Thy breath, from above, own: 
The ſpark ſhall improve; 
No floods can extinguiſh our dawning of love. 


ille 


OUR Savior and Friend 
is love ſhall extend ; 


ning, and never ſhall end: 1 
hom once he receives, 


is ſpirit ne'er leaves ; 
if or revokes, nor repents of, the grace that he gives. 


aſte 


Through mercy we t 


he inviſible teaſt, 
The bread of th 


the kingdom, the wine of the bleſt : 
ho grants us to know 


His drawings below, we 
ill endleſs lalvation ang glory beſtow. 
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98 HYMN LXIV. 


This proof we can give, 
That thee we receive, | 
Thou art precious alone to the ſouls that believe: 
Thou art precious to us ; 
All beſide is as droſs, 
When compar'd with thy love and the blood d 
thy crols. 


LXIV. Part Third. 


ORD, one thing we want : 

| More holineſs grant ! 
For more of thy mind, and thy likeneſs, we pant 
, Thine image impreſs 
On thy favorite race; 


Oh! faſhion and poliſh thy veſſels of grace. 


Thy workmanſtip we | 
More plainly would be ; VIII th 
Lord, take us in hand, and conform us to thee! 


Tur 


Mak 


hou, 


HYMN LXIV. 


99 
Thy impreſſion to bear, | 
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> ©0 conquer, in us Wilt go on: 
1 US, when we die, 
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100, HYMN LXV. 


| We ſhall e ſtill be renew'd, 
N | Till thy ſpirit and blood 
Have ripen'd us quite for the viſion of God: 
When that moment 1s come, 
Thou wilt ſend for us home, 
d thy perfctted ſaints to thy glory aſſume. 


1 
On 1lmmanuel's land 
We ſhortly ſhall ſtand, 
With crowns on our heads, and with harps in our „ 
His harp, lo, each tunes! [ hand: 
Lo we caſt down our crowns! 
And with ſongs of ſalvation heav'n's concave re- 
ſounds ! Ar 
LXV. For Chriſt's Preſence. 10. 5. 
eſus! my God! come, make thine abode Ad 


Within my poor heart : 
A Jeſus! come quickly; a Savior thou art. 


H YM N LXV. 


Salvation I need; I want to be freed 
From all my diſtreſs, 
And feel in my heart the rich bleſſings of peace. 


IOI 


I thirſt to be thine, to feel thee within, 
Viffuſing abroad 
Thy love, that my heart may aſcend unto God. 
This, Lord, thou canſt do, and give me to know 
My fins are forgiv*n, | 
My treaſure laid up in the kingdom of heaven. 


Take me as I am, thy property claim; 
My nature refine, | 
And form my affections and temper divine. 
No more would I breathe for objects beneath; 
But live to thy praiſe, 
Advancing in knowledge, and growing in grace. 


G3 


102 HY MN LXVI. 
Adoring free and ſovereign Mercy. 


() Lord, how great's the favor 

That we, ſuch ſinners poor, 

| Can, through thy death's ſweet favour, 

Approach thy mercy's door, 

| And find an open paſſage 

; | Unto the throne of grace ; 

There wait the welcome meſſage 
Which bids us go in peace ! 


Lord, we are helpleſs creatures, 

Full of the deepeſt need, 

Throughout defil'd by nature, 
Stupid and inly dead ; 

Our ſtrength is perfect weakneſs, 
And all we have is fin; 

Our hearts are all uncleanneſs, 
A den ol thieves within, 


HYMN LXVI 109 


In this forlorn condition, 
Who ſhall afford us aid? 
Where ſhall we find compaſſion, 

But in the church's head ? 
Jeſus, thou art all pity, 

Oh take us to thine arms, 
And exerciſe thy mercy, 

To ſave us from all harms. 


We'll never ceaſe repeating 


Our numberleſs complaints; 1 
But ever be intreating _ 
The glorious King of ſaints : = 
Ti: we attain the image *_ ; 1 
Of him we inly love; 1 
And pay our grateful homage by 
With all the ſaints above. ] bl l 


G 4 


104 HYMN LXVIL 


Then we, with all in glory, 
Shall thankfully relate 
Th' amazing, pleaſing ſtory 
Of Jeſu's love ſo great: 
In this bleſt contemplation 
We ſhall for ever dwell, 
And prove ſuch conſolation, 
As none below can tell. 


LXVII. Good Friday. L. M. 


IS finiſh'd ?—the Meſſiah dies; 
Cut off for fins, but not his own! 


Accompliſh'd is the ſacrifice, 
The great redeeming work is done. 


Finiſh'd the firſt tranſgreſſion is, 
And purg'd the guilt of adual fin 


1 


HYMN LXVII. 105 8 


And everlaſting righteouſneſs 
Is brought, for all his people, in. 


'Tis finiſh'd, all my guilt and pain; 
I want no ſacrifice beſide : 

For me, for me, the Lamb is lain, 
And I'm for ever juſtify'd. 


Sin, death, and hell, are now ſubdu'd; 
All grace is now to ſinners giv'n: 
And, lo, I plead th' atoning blood, 
For pardon, holineſs, and heav'n. 


LXVIII. Come to Chriſt. C. M. 


ESUS, each blind and trembling ſoul 
Let thy ſoft voice perſuade, 
In all diſtreſs to come to thee, 
We need not be afraid. 


100 HYMN LXVIII. 


N Is ſin our grief? whatever ſin, 
No difference it makes: 

Tis all forgiv'n through that blood, 
Thou ſheddeſt for our ſakes. 


| Is unbelief the fin we feel? 
1 Above all {in accurſt : 
1 Yet when thou ſuffered'ſt for fin, 


F Thou didſt include the worſt. 
= - Have we, which bitter is indeed, 
1 a Forſook thy love when known? 


Yet thou a gentle maſter art, 
Nor wilt the weak dilown. 


l Are we o'erwhelm'd with thought and care? 
| Hath ſorrow feiz'd our breaſt ? 
Though *tis a ſhame it ſhould be fo, 
Yat thou wilt give us reſt, 


HY MN LXIX. 107 


Are we uncertain what's the caſe, 
But feel we are not right ? 

Our hearts before thee we mult lay, 
Be children in thy fight. 


LXIX. Let thy Preſence gp with me. C. M. 


* TH cannot make my ſoul afraid, 

| If God be with me there: 

Soft 1s the paſlage through the ſhade, 
And all the proſpett fair. 


Jeſus, the viſion of thy face 
Hath overpow'ring charms : 

Scarce ſhall I feel death's cold embrace, 
If Chriſt be in my arms. 


There everlaſting ſpring abides, 
And never-withering flow'rs : 
Death like a narrow ſtream divides 
» The heav'nly land from ours, 
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108 HYMN LXX. 


Sweet fields, beyond the ſwelling flood, 
Stand dreſs'd in living green; 

So to the Jews old Canaan ſtood, 
While Jordan roll'd between. 


O could I makg my fears remove, 
Thoſe gloomy fears that riſe ; 

And ſee the Canaan which I love, 
With unbeclouded eyes ! 

Claſp'd in my heav'nly Father's arms, 
I would forget to breathe, 

And loſe my life amid{t the charms 
Of ſo divine a death. 


LXX. Chriſt the beſt Friend. 


NE there is above all others, 
Well deſerves the name of friend ; 
His is love beyond a brother's, 


Coſtly, free, and knows no end 


HYMN LXX. 


They who once his kindneſs prove, 
Find it everlaſting love! 


109 


Which of all our friends, to ſave us, 
Could or would have ſhed their blood? 

But our Jeſus dy'd to have us 
Reconcil'd in him to God: 

This was boundleſs love indeed! 

Jeſus is a friend in need. 


When he liv'd on earth abaſed, _— 
Friend of ſinners was his name; = 

Now, above all glory raiſed, 1 
He rejoices in the ſame: 

Still he calls them, Brethren, Friends; 

And to all their wants attends. 


110 HYM N LXXI. 


| Oh! for grace our hearts to ſoften ! 
o Teach us, Lord, at length to love; 
| We, alas! forget too often 

| What a friend we have above : 

But when home our ſouls are brought, 
We will love thee as we ought. 


LXXI. Chriſt the Believer's All. L. M. 


IN Chriſt my treaſure's all contain'd ; 
By him my feeble ſoul's ſuſtain'd ; 
bac him TI all things do receive, 


Through him my ſoul does daily live. 


With him I daily love to walk, 
Of him my foul delights to talk; 
On him I caſt my every care, 
Like him one day I ſhal: appear. 


a: 


HYMN LXXII. 


Bleſs him, my ſoul, from day to day; 
Truſt him to bring thee on thy way: 
Give him thy poor weak ſinful heart; 
With him, O never, never part. 


Take him for ſtrength and righteouſneſs ; 
Mzke him thy refuge in diſtreſs ; 

Love him above all earthly joy, 

And him in every thing employ. 

Praiſe him in chearful, grateful ſongs, 
To him your higheſt praiſe belongs ; 

To him who does your heav'n prepare, 
And him you'll praiſe for ever there. 


LXXII. God's Covenant. C. M. 


God, the cov'nant of thy love 
2 Abides for ever ſure ; 
And in its matchleſs grace I feel 
My happineſs ſecure. 
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112 HYMN LXXII. 


What though my houſe be not with thee, 
As nature could deſire; 

To nobler joys than nature gives, 
Thy ſervant ſhall aſpire, 


My cares, I caſt them all on thee, 
Take them, dear Lofd, thou muſt ; 

Well may I leave my all with him 
With whom my ſoul 1 truſt. 


I welcome all thy ſov'reign will, 
For all that will is love; 

And I know not what thou doſt, 
I wait the light above. 


Thy cov'nant in the darkeſt gloom 
Shall heav'nly rays impart, 

Which, when my eyelids cloſe in death, 

Shall warm my chilling heart. 


HYMN LXXI. 113 


For Perſeverance. 8. 8. 6. 


| Bans make me faithful to thy call, 
In heart ſtill truly give up all, 
Myſelf to thee reſign ; 
When dangers threaten me around, 
Invincible may ] be found, 05 
Never thy wil decline! ey 


My feet with oil anoint ; 

The deſtin'd path thou doſt appoint, 
Gladly I then will tread ; 

Bedew me with a genial ſhow'r, 

Into my heart thine-influence pour, 
With living manna feed. 


A ſingle eye, a faithful heart, 
My Jeſus, tothy child impart, 
In ev'ry trying hour: 


H 


114 HYMN LXXIV. 


Reas'ning's tormenting thoughts prevent, 
Still keep my eyes on thee intent, 
Till fight my faith o'erpow'r 


LXXIV. The Second Advent. 8. 7. 4. 
LO. he comes with clouds deſcending. 


Once for favor'd ſinners ſlain ! 
Thouſand, thouſand ſaints attending, 
Swell the triumph of his train ! 
Hallelujah ! 
Hallelujah ! Amen. 


Ev'ry eye ſhall now behold him, 
Rob'd in dreadful majeſty ; 
Thoſe who ſet at nought and fold him, 
Pierc'd and nail'd him to the tree, 
Deeply wailing, 


Shall the true Meſhah ſee. 
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HY MN LXXIV. 115 


Ev*ry iſland, ſea, and mountain, 
Heav'n and earth ſhall flee away ; 9 
All who hate him, muſt, confounded, i 
Hear the trump proclaim the day, 1 
Come to judgment! 1 
Come to judgment! come away! 


Now redemption, long expected, 
See ! in ſolemn pomp appear! 
All his ſaints, by man rejeQed, 
Now ſhall meet him in the air! 
Hallelujah ! 
Sce the day of God appear! 


Anſwer thine. own bride and Spirit, 
Haſten, Lord, the gen'ral doom! 
The new heav'n and carth t' inherit, 


H 2 


116 HYMN LXXxV. 


Take thy pining exiles home; 
All creation 
Travails, groans, and bids thee come 


LXXV. The ſame. 8. 9. 8. 


E comes! he comes! the Savior dear 
The ſeventh trumpet ſpeaks him near ; 
His lightnings flaſh, his thunders roll, 
He's welcome to the faithful ſoul, 
Welcome, welcome, welcome, welcome, 
Welcome to the faithful foul. 


From heav*n angelic voices ſound, 
See the almighty Jeſus crown'd ! 
Girt with omnipotence and grace, 
And glory decks the Savior's face! 
Glory, glory, glory, glory, 

Glory decks the Savior's face, 


— — — — 
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HYMN LXXV. 


Deſcending from his azure throne, 
He claims the kingdoms as his own ; 
The kingdoms all obey his word, 
And hail him their triumphant Lord ! 
Hail him, bail him, hail him, hail him, 
Hail him their triumphant Lord ! 


Shout all the people of the ſky, 
And all the ſaints of the Moſt High; 
Our God, who now his right obtains, 
For ever, and for ever reigns : 
Ever, ever, ever, ever, 
Ever, and for ever reigns. 


The Father praiſe, the Son adore, 
The Spirit bleſs for evermore: 
Salvation's glorious work is done. 
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118 HYMN LXXVI. 


We welcome thee, great Three in One! 
Welcome, welcome, welcome, welcome, 
Welcome thee, great Three in One. 


LXXVI. For the Spread of the Goſpel. 8. 7. 4. | 
Orrs thoſe gloomy hills of darkneſs, f 


Look, my ſoul, be ſtill and gaze, 
All the promiſes do travel 
On a glorious day of grace, 
Bleſſed jub'lee, &c. 
Let thy glorious morning dawn. 


*F 
it 
l 


Let the Indian, let the Negro, 
Let the rude Barbarian ſee, 
That divine and glorious conqueſt, 
Once obtain'd on Calvary ; 
Let the goſpel, &c. : 
Word reſound from pole to pole. 
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HYMN LXXVI. 


Kingdoms wide that fit in darkneſs, 
Let them have the glorious light, 
And from eaſtern coaſt to weſtern, 


May the morning chaſe the night, 


And redemption, &c. 
Freely purchas'd win the day. 


May the glorious day approaching, 
From eternal darkneſs dawn, 
And the everlaſting goſpel 
Spread abroad thy holy name : 
All the borders, &c. 
Of the great Immanuel's land. 


Fly abroad, thou mighty goſpel, 
Win and conquer, never ceaſe 
May thy laſting wide dominion 
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120 HYMN LXXVI. 


Multiply, and ſtill increaſe; 
May thy lcepier, &c. 


Sway th' enlighten'd world around, 
AI. Praiſe 10 Chriſt. 7. 


RET HREN. let us join to blels 
Jeſus Chriſt, our joy and peace: 

Let our praiſe to him be giv'n, 
High at God's right hand in heav'n ! 


Maſter. ſee, to thee we bow; 

Thou art Lord, and only thou: 
Thou the bleſſed Virgin's ſeed, 
Glory of thy church, and head. 


Thee the angels ceaſeleſs ſing, 

Thee we praiſe our Prieſt and King: 
Worthy is thy name of praiſe, 

Full of glory, full of grace! 
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HYMN LXXVIII. 121 


Thou haſt the glad tidings brought 

Of ſalvation by thee wrought ; 

Wrought for all thy church ; and we 

Worſhip in their company. 

We, thy little flock, adore 

Thee, the Lord. for evermore : 

Ever with us ſhew thy love, 

Till we join with thoſe above ! 

LXXVIII. For Faith in Chriſt, C. M. 
OW ſad our ſtate by nature is, 
Our fin how deep its ſtains ! 


And Satan binds our captive ſouls 
Faſt in his {laviſh chains. 


But there's a voice of ſov'reign grace 
Sounds from God's ſacred word; 

Ho! ye deſpairing ſinners, come, 
And truſt upon the Lord. 


* — 


122 HYMN EXXVII. 


O may we hear th' Almighty call, 
And run to this relief! 

We would believe thy promiſe, Lord, 
O help our unbelief! 


To the bleſt fountain of thy blood, 
Teach us, O Lord, to fly; 
There may we waſh our ſpotted ſouls 
From crimes of deepeſt dye! 


Stretch out thine arm, victorious King, N 
Our reigning ſins ſubdue; 
Drive the old dragon from his ſeat, 
With his infernal crew! 


Poor, guilty, weak, and helpleſs worms, 
Into thine hands we fall; 

Be thou our ſtrength and righteouſneſs, 
Our Jeſus and our all! 


HYMN LXXIX. 199 


: To the Lord that healeth. C. M. 1 

: EAL us, Immanuel, here we are, = 

4 Waiting to feel thy touch ; | _ 

1 Deep wounded ſouls to thee repair, i 

3 And, Savior, we are ſuch, a 

Our faith 1s feeble we confeſs, 

. * We faintly truſt thy word; 

4 But wilt thou pity us the leſs ? 

. Be that far from thee, Lord ! | 

1 Remember him who once apply'd, 8 
With trembling, for relief; 9 

„Lord, I believe,” with tears he cry'd, == 

« O help my unbelief.“ 8 


She too, who touch'd thee in the preſs, 
And healing virtue ſtole, 

Was anſwer'd, © Daughter, go in peace, 
Thy faith hath made thee whole.” 


8 


124 HYMN LXXX. 


Conceal'd amidſt the gath'ring throng, 
She would have ſhun'd thy view ; 

And if her faith was firm and ſtrong, 
Had ſtrong miſgivings too. 

Like her, with hopes and fears, we come, 
To touch thee if we may ; 

Oh! ſend us not deſpairing home, 
Send none unheal'd away. 


LXXX. Following Chrifl, L. M. | 
ESUS, my all, to heav'n is gone, 
le whom I fix my hopes upon; 
His track I ſee, and I'll purſue 
The narrow way, till him I view. 


The way the holy prophets went, 
The way that leads from baniſhment ; 
The King's highway of holineſs 
I'll go, for all his paths are peace. 


HYM N LXXX. 125 


No ſtranger may proceed therein, 
No lover of the world and ſin; 
No lion, no devouring care, 

No ſin, nor ſorrow ſhall be there, 


No, nothing may go up thereon 
But trav ling ſouls, and I am one; 
Wayfaring men, to Canaan bound, 
Shall only in the way be found. 


This is the way I long have ſought, 

And mourn'd becauſe I found 1t not ; 7 
My grief a burden long had been, 'Y 
Oppreſs'd with unbelief and fin. 'Y 


The more] ftrove againſt their pow'r, | 
I tinn'd and ſtumbled but the more, 'Y 
Till late I heard my Savior ſay, | 
Come hither, ſoul, I am the way.“ 


126 HYMN LXXXI. 


Lo! glad I come; and thou, bleſt Lamb, 
Shalt take me to thee as I am: 

Nothing but fin I thee can give; 
Nothing but love ſhall I receive. 


Then will I tell to ſinners round, 
What a dear Savior I have found, 
IIIl point to thy redeeming blood, 
And ſay, Behold the way to God! 
LXXXI. Love divine. 8. 7. 
J] OVE divine, all loves excelling, 
Joy of heav'n, to earth come down! 
Fix in us thy bumble dwelling; 
All thy faithful mercies crown. 
Jeſus, thou art all compaſſion ; 
Pure, unbounded love thou art; 
Viſit us with thy ſalvation, 
Enter ev'ry trembling heart. 


HYMN LXXXI. 127 


Breathe, O breathe thy loving Spirit 
Into ev*ry troubled breaſt ; 
Let us all in thee inherit, 
Let us find the promis'd reſt ! ; ll 
Take away the love of ſinning; A 
Alpha and Omega be; n 
End of faith, as its beginning, | L 
Set our hearts at liberty. | 


Come, almighty to deliver, | 
Let us all thy life receive ; 'Y 
Suddenly return, and never, 1 
Never more thy temples leave : 
Thee we would be always bleſling ; 
Serve thee, as the hoſts above; 
Pray, and praiſe thee without ceaſing ; 
Glory 1n thy dying love. 


128 HYMN LXXXI. 


Carry on thy new creation, 
Pure and holy may we be; 
Let us {ee our own ſalvation 
Perfectly ſecur'd by thee : 
Change from glory into glory, 
Till in heaven we take our place; 
Till we caſt our crowns before thee, 
Loſt in wonder, love, and praiſe. 


LXXAIIL.} 
Comfortable Proſpect of Death and Judgment. 6.8, 


E virgin ſouls, ariſe, 
With all the dead awake; 
Unto ſalvation wiſe, 
Oil in your veſſels take: 
Upſtarting at the midnight cry, 
Behold your heav*nly Bridegroom nigh. 


HYMN LXXXIL 129 
He comes, he comes to call 
The nations to his bar, 
And take to glory all 
Who meet for glory are : 
Make ready for your free reward; 1 
Go forth with joy to meet your Lord. | 3 
Go, meet him in the ſky, 7 
Your everlaſting Friend; 
Your head to glorify, 
6.8 With all his ſaints aſcend: 
| Ye pure in heart, obtain the grace 
To lee, without a veil, his face. 


Then let us wait to hear 
The trumpet's welcome ſound ; 
To ſee our Lord appear, 8 
, Watching may we be found ! 1 
ils I 
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190 HYMN LXXXII. 


4 With that bleſt wedding robe indu'd, 
7 The blood and righteouſneſs of God. 


LXXXIII. Surrendering of Heart. C. M. 


1 * my poor heart juſt as it is, 
| Set up therein thy throne ; 


- So ſhall I love thee above all, 

And live to thee alone. 

J Complete thy work and crown thy grace, 
That I may faithful prove ! 

4 And liſten to that ſmall ſtill voice, 

1 Which only whiſpers love: 


# Which teaches me what 1s thy will, 
4 And tells me what to do; 

A Which covers me with ſhame, when I 
Do not thy will purſue. 


HYMN LXXXIV. 131 J 
This unction may I ever feel, | 
This teaching from my Lord ; 
And learn obedience to thy voice, 

Thy ſoft reviving word ! 


LXXXIV. Happineſs only in Chriſt, C. M. 


() Deareſt Lord, take thou my heart ; 
Where can ſuch {ſweetneſs be, 
F As J have taſted in thy love, 
As I have found in thee ? 


* 
* 3 
=_ bs - _ _ = 
= 8 _ 1 — d 
i * N . 5 <4 | _— 
CL - 2 — [TU 1 
- wn l 


If zeal, with knowledge in my heart, 2 
Thy loving grace does give; | 
Safe in the buſh, unhurt, the whole 

Will unconſumed live. 
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4 If love, that mildeſt flame, can reſt 
In hearts ſo cold as mine; 


4 Come, bleſſed Savior, to my breaſt, 
1 And all its love be thine. 


4 My Lord hath ſeiz'd me with ſweet force, 
His prize and purchaſe juſt : 

'This ſoul of mine was never made 
For vanity and duſt. 


O 'tis in vain to ſeek for bliſs, 
For bliſs can ne'er be found, 

Till we arrive where [eſus 1s, 
And tread on grace's ground. 


*Tis heav'n on earth to taſte his love, 
To feel his quick'ning grace: 

And the bleſt heav'n, I hope, above, 
Is there to ſee his face, 


LX XXV. For Grace. C. M. 
2 ACE, how exceeding ſweet to thoſe 


Who feel they finners are ! 


Sunk and diſtreſt, they taſte and know 


Their heav'n is only there. 


Thus grace, free grace, moſt ſweetly calls, 
Directly come, who will, 

uſt as you are, for Chriſt receives 
Poor helpleſs ſinners ſtill. 


[All we, who now are his, were firſt 
Deeply convinc'd of fin; 

Each telt the plague of his own heart ; 
The leproly within : 


Then life and righteouſneſs divine 
Through faith were to us giv'n; 


Thus we a happy people are, 
Coheirs with Chriſt of heav'n. 1 
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194 HYMN LXXXV. 
Now, deareſt Lord! we inly pray, 


That in thy ſervice we 
May active, holy, faithful prove, 
Deriving ſtrength from thee ! 


O let us ſtill in thee abide, 
For babes we are moſt weak ; 
Poor ſinners ſtill, who without thee, 
Can nought think, act, or ſpeak. 


We thirſt, O Lord; give us, this day, 
To taſte more of this grace ; 
More of that ſtream which from the rock 


Flow'd in the wilderneſs. 


*Tis grace alone that feeds our ſouls, 
Grace keeps us inly poor ; 


And, Oh! that nothing elſe but grace 
May rule for evermore ! 


H YM NN LXXXVI. 135 
Looking to the Deliverer. 8. 7. 


(v9 of mercy and compaſſion, 
Look with pity on my pain; 
Hear a mournful broken ſpirit, 
Proſtrate at thy feet complain; 
Many are my foes, and mighty, 
Strength to conquer I have none; 
Nothing can uphold my goings, 
But thy bleſſed Self alone. 


Savior, look on thy beloved; 
Triumph over all my foes ; 

Turn to heav'nly joy my mourning ; 
Turn to gladnels all my woes: 

Live or die. or work, or ſuffer, 
Let my weary ſoul abide, 

In all changes whatſoever, 


Sure and ſtedfaſt by thy fide. I 4 
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190 HYMN LXXXVI. 


When temptations fierce aſſault me, 
When my enemies I find, 
Sin and guilt, and death, and Satan, 
All againſt my ſoul combin'd ; 
Hold me up in mighty waters, 
Keep my eyes on things above, 
Righteouſneſs, divine atonement, 
Peace, and everlaſting love, 


LXXXVII. Good Friday. 8. 


Flow faſt, my tears; the cauſe is great; 
This tribute claims an injur'd Friend: 

One whom I long purſu'd with hate, 
And yet he lov'd me to the end. 

When death his terrors round me ſpread, 

And aim'd his arrows at my head, 

Chriſt interpos'd, the wound he bore, 

And bade the monſter dare no more. 


t; 


HYMN LXXXVII 1 37 


Faſt flow, my tears, yet faſter ſlow, 

Stream copious as von purple tide, 
'Twas I that dealt the deadly blow, 

I urg'd the hand that pierc'd his ide, 
Keen pangs and agonizing ſmart 
Oppreſs his ſoul, and rend his heart; 
While juſtice arm'd with pow'r divine, 
Pours on his head what's due to mine. 


Faſt, and yet faſter flow, my tears, 

Love breaks the heart and drains the eyes: 
[lis viſage marr'd, tow'rds heav'n he rears, 
And, pleading for his murd'rer, dies! 

My grief nor meaſure knows, nor end, 
Till he appears the ſinner's Friend! 
And gives me in an happy hour, 
To feel the riſen Savior's pow'r. 
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Tribulation. S. M. 
HE favor'd ſaints of God, 
His meſſengers and ſeers, 


The narrow path of ſufferings trod, 
And walk'd this vale of tears: 


Through fore afflictions paſt 
To better worlds above; 

And more than conquer'd all at laſt, 
Through our Redeemer's love. 


Suft 'rers, like them, beneath, 
Through much diſtreſs and pain, 
Through various toils of ſin and death, 

We come with them to reign : 


Jeſus, our glorious King, 
Shall wipe our tears away, 
And call us up his praiſe to ling, 

In everlaſting day. 


* „ 


HYMN LXXXIX. 


The joys ineffable 
That from thy preſence flow ; 
The fulneſs, here, we cannot tell, 
But, Lord, we die to know. 


LXXXIX. For Chriſt's Preſence. 


JIEAREST Jeſus, come to me, 
And abide eternally ; 

Worthy Friend of ſinners, come, 

Fill and make my heart thy home, 


Oftentimes for thee I ſigh, 
Nothing elle can give me joy: 
This is ſtill my cry to thee, 
Deareſt Jeſus, come to me, 


Could I clearly fee above, 
What thy ſaints poſleſs in love ; 
All would be but miſery, 
Except Jeſus was with me. 


—_—— 
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* 40 HYMN XC. 


Son of God, my deareſt Lord, 
= All my crown and my reward : 
1 Thou who freely dy'dſt for me, 
= Shalt alone my bridegroom be. 
XC. Reſtoring and preferuing Grace, L. VI. 


© ITH all my pow'rs of heart and tongue 
I'll praiſe my Maker in my ſong ; 
Angels ſhall hear the notes I raile, 

Approve the ſong, and join the praiſe, 


* To God I cry'd when troubles role ; 

1 He heard me, and ſubdu'd my foes 

3 My riſing fears he did controul, 

And ſtrength diffus'd through all my ſoul. 


Amidſt a thouſand ſnarcs I ſtand : 
Upheld and guarded by his hand : 
His words my fainting ſoul revive, 


And keep my dying faith alive, 
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HYMN XC. 141 


Grace will complete what grace begins, 
To fave from ſorrows, and from fins ; 
The work that Wiſdom undertakes, 
Eternal Mercy ne'er forſakes. 


XCI. Unchangeable Love. L. M. 


WEN darkneſs long had veil'd my mind, 
And ſmiling day once more appears, 


Then, my Redeemer, then] find, 
The folly of my doubts and fears, 


Strait I upbraid my wand'ring heart, 
And bluſh that I ſhould ever be 

So prone to att fo baſe a part, 
And harbour one hard thought. of thee, 


O let me then at length be taught, 

What ſtill I am fo flow to learn; 
That God is love, and changes not, 
Nor knows the ſhadow of a turn, 


— 
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142 HYMN XC. 


Sweet truth, and ealy to repeat : 
But when my faith is ſharply try'd, 

I find myſelf a learner yet, 
Unſkilful, weak, and apt to ſlide. 


But Oh! my Lord, one look from thee 
Subdues the diſobedient will, 

Drives doubt and diſcontent away, 
And thy rebellious worm is ſtill. 


Thou art as willing to forgive, 
As I am ready to repine ; 

Thou, therefore, all the praiſe receive; 
Be ſhame, and ſelf-abhorrence mine, 


XCII. Abſence from God. C. M. 
() Thou, whoſe tender mercy hears 


Contrition's humble cry ; 
Whoſe hand, indulgent, wipes the tears 
From ſorrow's weeping eye: 


HYMN XCI. 


See, low before thy throne of graces 
A wretched wand'rer mourn { 

Thyſelf haſt bid me ſeek thy face; 
Thyſelt haſt ſaid, Return. 


And ſhall my guilty fears prevail 
To drive me from thy feet ? 

Thy word of promiſe cannot fail ; 
My tow'r of ſafe retreat. 


45 


Abſent from thee, my Guide, my Light, 
Without one cheering ray ; 

Through dangers, fears, and gloomy night, 
How deſolate my way! 


O ſhine on this benighted heart, 
With beams of mercy ſhine ; 

And let thy Spirit's voice impart 
A taſte of joys divine! 
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144 HYMN XCIII. 


At Parling. C. M. 


BEST be the dear uniting love 
That will not let us part; 
Our bodies may far off remove, 
We ſtill are join'd in heart. 


oin'd in one ſpirit to our head, 
Where he appoints we go; 

And ſtill in Jelu's footſteps tread, 
And do his work below. 


O let us ever walk in him, 
And nothing know belide ! 
Nothing deſire, nor ought eſteem, 
But Jeſus crcify'd. 


Cloſer and cloſer let us cleave 
To his belov'd embrace : 

Out of his fulneſs ſtill receive, 
And plenteous grace for grace. 


HYMN XCV. 145 


But let us haſten to the day 
Which ſhall our fleſh reſtore ; 
When vanquiſh'd death ſhall ſhrink away, 


And bodies part no more. 
XCIV. Thankſgioing. 104. 
0 What ſhall I do, my Savior to praiſe ; 


so faithful and true, ſo plenteous in grace; 
Po ſtrong to deliver, fo good to redeem 
Ehe weakeſt believer, that hangs upon him! 


How happy the man whoſe heart is ſet free; 
be people that can be joyful in thee; 
There joy is to walk in the light of thy face; 


Ind ſtill they are talking of Jeſus's grace. 


heir daily delight ſhall be in thy name, 
hey ſhall, as their right, thy righteouſneſy claim; 


146 HYMN xcv. 


Thy righteouſneſs wearing, and cleans'd by thy 
blood, 
Bold ſhall they appear in the preſence of God. 


For thou art their boaſt, their glory and power, 
And I allo truſt to ſee the glad hour, 

My ſoul's new creation, a life from the dead, 
The day of ſalvation that lifts up my head. 


Yes, Lord, I ſhall ſee the bliſs of thine own, 
Thy ſecret to me ſhall ſoon be made known ; 
For ſorrow and ſadneſs I joy ſhall receive, 

And ſhare in the gladneſs of all that believe. 


XCV. Apprepriation. C. M. 
A Form of words, though e'er ſo ſound, 


Can never ſave a ſoul : 
The Holy Ghoſt muſt give the wound, 
And make the wounded whole. 


ly 


HYMN XCV. 147 


Election is a precious truth; | 
But, Lord, I wiſh to be = 
Aſſur'd, by thy own Spirit's mouth, 1 


That thou haſt choſen me. 


Sinners, I read, are juſtified 

By faith in Jeſu's blood; 
But when to me that blood's applied, 
'Tis then I've peace with God. 


Imputed righteouſneſs I own 
A dottrine moſt divine: 

Dear Savior, to my heart make known, 
That all thy merit's mzne. | 


To perſeverance I agree; 
No ſun- beam is ſo clear: 

Becauſe my Lord has promis'd me, 
That I ſhall perſevere, 
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148 HYMN XCVI 
Thus Chriſtians glorify the Lord; 


His Spirit joins with ours, 
In bearing witneſs to the word, 
With all its ſaving powers. 


XCVI. In praiſe of Jeſus Chrift. 6. 7. 8. 
OME, my Father's family, 
Ye ranſom'd of the Lord; 
Come. ye ſinners, who with me, 
Are ev'ry where abhorr'd : 


Let us gladly trace his ſteps 

Who ſuffer'd death among the Jews; 
Who the friendleſs foul accepts, 

Whom all beſide refuſe. 


Jeſus, the deſpis'd and mean, 
Our Maſter let us own ; 

He the ſacrifice for ſin, 
The Savior, he alone. | 


HYM N XCVII. 


Let us take and bear his croſs; 4 
Deſpis*d diſciples let us be; | 

Mock'd and lighted as he was, 9 
For you, my friends, and me. 


None but Jeſus will we ſing, 
None elle will we adore ; 

He gur Prophet, Prieſt, and King, 
Shall be for evermore. 


None among the heav'nly pow'rs, 

Nor one on earth the praiſe may claim ; 
None but Jeſus ſhall be ours, 

None but the bleeding Lamb! 


XCVII. Pſalm cæiii. g. L. M. 


ROM all that dwell below the ſkies, 
Let the Creator's praiſe arile ! 
Let the Redeemer's name be ſung, 
Through ev'ry land, by ev'ry tongue: 3 


150 HYMN XCVIII. 


Eternal are thy mercies, Lord, 

Eternal truths attend thy word: 

Thy praiſe ſhall ſound from ſhore to ſhore, 
Till ſuns ſhall riſe and ſet no more! 


XCVIII. Believer's Bleſſedneſ. L. M. 
Hex bleſt are they whoſe feet have found 


The way unto Immanuel's ground ; 
And ſtedfaſt — the bliſsful road 
Far from the path by ſinners trod. 


Their weary ſpirits ſweetly reſt, 
Cantentedly, on ſeſu's breaſt; 

They ſo much of his mercy prove, 

As wins their grateful ſouls to love. 
His Spirit ſhews their ſins forgiv'n, 
And ſeals them for the heirs of heav'n ; 
And gives them patience here to wait. 
Till Jeſus them to bliſs tranſlate. 
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He arms them for the evil day, | 
That they in heart with him may ſtay ; | 
He girds them with his mighty power, 

And brings them through the trying hour, 


Then reſt, my ſoul, upon the Lord, 
Ev'n Jeſus Chriſt the living word; 
And then thy joy ſhall ne'er decay, 
Till it break out in endleſs day. 


XCIX. In Temptation. C. M. 
E SUS, Redeemer, Savior, Lord, | 
The weary finner's Friend; 


Come to my help, pronounce the word, 
And bid my troubles end. 


Deliv'rance to my ſoul proclaim, 
And life and liberty : 
Shed forth the virtue of thy name, 
And Jeſus prove to me, KR 4 
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Thy pow'rful Spirit can ſubdue - 
Uuconquerable fin ; 5 
Cleanſe this foul heart, and make it new, 

And write thy law within. 


While, full of anguiſh and diſeaſe, 
My weak diſtemper'd foul, 

Thy love compaſſionately ſees, 
O let it make me whole. 


To thy great name if all things now 
A trembling homage pay, 
Make my obdurate ſpirit bow, 
My ſtiff-neck'd will obey, 


Sworn to deſtroy, let earth aſſail; 
Nearer to ſave, thou art ; 

Stronger than all the pow'rs of hell, 
And greater than my heart. 
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C. Looking to Chriſt our Sacrifice. St. M. 


A. ye that paſs by, to Jeſus draw nigh ! 
To you is it nothing that ſeſus ſhould die? 


Our Ranſom and Peace, our Surety he is; 
Come, ſee if there ever was ſorrow like his. 


The Lord in the day of his anger, did lay 
Our fins on the Lainb, and he bore them away. 


He dies to atone for ſins not his own : 
The Father hath puniſh'd for us his dear Son. 


O may we embrace the ranſoming grace 
Ot him who hath ſuffer'd, and died in our place. - 


With joy we approve the deſign of his love; 
'Tis a wonder below, and a wonder above. 
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He came from above our curſe to remove; 


He hath lov'd, he hath lov'd us, becauſe he would f 
love. 
When time is no more, we ſtill ſhall adore — 


That ocean of love without bottom or ſhore. 


CI. Second Part. 


OVE mov'd him to die, and on this we rely; 
Our Jeſus hath lov'd us, we cannot tell why, 


But this we can tell —he hath lov'd us ſo well, 
To lay down his life to redeem us from hell, 


For you, and for me, he pray'd on the tree; 
The pray'r is accepted, the ſinner is free. 


That ſinner am I, who on Jeſus rely, 
And come for the pardon God cannot deny. 
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My pardon I claim, for a ſinner I am: 
J A ſinner believing in Jeſus's name. 


He purchas'd the grace, which now I embrace: 
O Father, thou know'ſt he hath died in my place. 


His death is my plea, my Advocate ſee, 
And hear the blood ſpeak which hath anſwer'd 
for me. 


My Ranſom and Peace, my Surety he is; 
Come, ſee if there ever was ſorrow like his. 


CII. Chrift the true Balm. 


EAL me, O my Soul's Phyſician, 
Wbenſoe'er I'm ſick or {ad ; 
All the woes of my condition 


By thy balſam be allay'd: 
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All the ills which Adam wrought, 
Or that on mylelf 1've brought ; 
If thy blood me only cover, 

My diſtreſs will ſoon be over. 


Thy dear feet I'Il claſp tenacious, 
Nor will e'er be diſpoſlels'd ; 
4 On thy ſupplicant look gracious, 
| Grant the wiſhes of my brealt, 


Monarch of the croſs ſo mild, 

Say, © Thy pray'r 1s fulfil'd; 

All thy grief to joy is changed ; 

I have all thy fins expunged.” ' 


CIII. The Lord is my Shepherd. C. M. 


(OMPANIONS of thy little flock, , 
Dear Lord. we fain would be; 
Our helpleſs hearts to thee look up, 
To thee, our Shepherd, flee. 
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O might we lean upon that breaſt, | 
Which love and pity fill ; : 

And now become thole lambs careſs'd, 4 
That in thy boſom dwell. 1 

How ſweet that voice, how ſweet that hand, bs 
Which leads to paſtures fair; 


” 
Shews Canaan's milk and honey land, | 
Lot of thy flock ſo dear. | 


As one in heart we all rejoice, , 
The finner's Friend to praiſe ; . 

The Shepherd died, Oh, tis his voice! 
He'll us to glory raiſe. 


CIV. Invitation. 6. 7. 8. 


INNER, hear the Savior's call, 
He now is paſſing by; 
He has ſeen thy grievous fall, 
And heard thy mournful cry. 
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He has pardons to impart, 
Grace to ſave thee from thy fears: 
See the love that fills his heart ! 
And wipe away thy tears. 


Why art thou afraid to come 
And tell him all thy caſe ? 
He will not pronounce thy doom, 
Nor frowry thee from his face : 
Wilt thou fear Immanuel ? 
Wilt thou dread the Lamb of God, 
Who to ſave thy ſoul from hell, 
Has ſhed his precious blood ? 


Think, how on the croſs he hung, 
Pierc'd with a thouſand wounds! 
Hark, from each, as with a tongue, 


The voice of pardon ſounds | 
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See, from all his burſting veins, 
Blood, of wond'rous virtue, flow! 
Shed to waſh away thy ſtains, 
And ranſom thee from woe. 
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Raiſe thy downcallt eyes and ſee 
What throngs his throne ſurround ? . 
Theſe, though ſinners once like thee, 
Have full ſalvation found: © 
Yield not then to unbelief, 3 
While he ſays, © There yet is room ;” "7 
Though of ſinners thou art chief, 
Since Jeſus calls thee, come. 


CV. The Deliverer. 8. 7. 4. 
HARE ! the voice of my Beloved, 


Lo, he comes in greateſt need, 
Leaping on the lofty mountains, 


Ki mia — 
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Skipping over hills with ſpeed, 
To deliver, &c. 
Me unworthy from all woe. 


In a dungeon deep he found me, 
Without water, without light ; 
Bound in chains of horrid darkneſs, 
Gloomy, * * Egyptian night; 

He recover'd, 
Thence my ſoul with price immenſe. 


O for this let men and angels, 

All the heav*nly hoſt above, 
Choirs of ſeraphim elected, 

With their golden harps of love, 
Praiſe and worſhip, &c. 
My Redeemer without end. 


Let believers raiſe their anthems, 
All degrees in one accord, 
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Mix'd with angels and archangels, ; 
Chaunt their dear redeeming Lord; 


Love thus humbled, &c. 
Suffering to redeem the loſt. 


CVI. Profeſſor, Loveſt thou Chriſt ? 7. \ # 

ARK! my foul! it is the Lord; = 
'Tis thy Savior, hear his word ; 

Jeſus ſpeaks, and ſpeaks to thee ; 

« Say, poor ſinner, lov'ſt thou me? | 


I deliver'd thee when hound, 

And, when wounded, heal'd thy wound : 
Sought thee wand” ring, ſet thee right, 
Turn'd thy darknels into light.“ 


Can a woman's tender care 
Ceaſe towards the child ſhe bare? 
Yes, ſhe may forgetful be, 
Yet will I remember thee, 
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« Mine is an unchanging love, 
Higher than the heights above; 


— than the — beneath, 
Free and faithful, ſtrong as death. 


Thou ſhalt ſee my glory ſoon, 
When the work of grace is done; 
Partner of my throne ſhalt be, 

Say, poor ſinner, lov'ſt thou me?“ 


Lord, itis my chiet complaint, 
That my love is weak and faint ; 
Yet I love thee and adore, 

O for grace to love thee more ! 


CVII. Another. 7. 


IS a point I long to know, 
“Oft it cauſes anxious thought, 

Do ] love the Lord, or no? 

Am I his, or am I not? 
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If T love, why am I thus? 
Why this dull and lifeleſs frame ? 
Hardly, ſure, can they be worſe, 
Who have never heard his name ! 


Could my heart ſo hard remain, 8 
Pray'r a taſk and burden prove; 
Ev'ry trifle give me pain, | 
If I knew a Savior's love ? 
When I turn my eyes within, | : 
All is dark, and vain, and wild ; BD 
Fill'd with unbelief and fin ; 
Can I deem myſelf a child ? 
If I pray, or hear, or read, 
Sin 1s mix'd with all I do; 


You that love the Lord indeed 
Tell me, Is it thus with you ? 
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Yet I mourn my ſtubborn will, 
Find my fin a grief and thrall ; 

Should I grieve for what I feel, 
If I did not love at all? 


Could I joy his ſaints to meet, 
Chooſe the ways I once abhor'd, 
Find, at times the promiſe ſweet, 


If I did not love the Lord ? 


Lord, decide the doubtful caſe ; 
Thou who art thy people's ſun ; 
Shine upon thy work of grace, 
If it be indeed begun, 


Let me love thee more and more, 
If L love at all, I pray; 

If I have not lov'd before, 
Help me to begin to-day. 


CY 25 
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Before Sermon. 8. 7. 


ELCOME, velcome, bleſſed ſervant, 
Meſſenger of E. grace | 
O how beautiful the feet of 
Him that brings good news of peace. 
All hail, herald ! all hail, herald! &c, s 
Prieſt of God, thy people's joy! «| 


Savior, bleſs his meſſage to us, 

Give us hearts to hear the ſound 
Of redemption, dearly purchas'd 

By thy death and precious wounds ; 
O reveal it! O reveal it! &c. 
To our poor and helpleſs ſouls : 


Give reward of Grace and glory, 
To thy faithful labourer dear, 
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Let the incenſe of our hearts be 

; Offer'd up in faith and pray'r. 

E Bleſs, O bleſs him; bleſs, O bleſs him, &c, 
Now, henceforth, for evermore. 


CIX. After Sermon. C. M. 
QALVATION! O the joyful ſound ! 


What pleaſure to our ears! 
A ſov'reign balm for ev'ry wound, 
A cordial for our fears. 
Bleſſing, honor, praiſe, and power, &c. 


* * = 


Salvation ! let the echo fly 
The ſpacious earth around, 
While all the armies of the ſky 
Conſpire to raiſe the {ound ! 
Bleſſing, honor, praiſe, and power, &c. 


HYMN CX. 


Salvation! O thou bleeding Lamb, 
To thee the praiſe belongs; 
Salvation ſhall inſpire our hearts, 
And dwell upon our tongues. 
Bleſſing, honor, praiſe, and power, &c. 
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CX. Foy and Sorrow, C. M. 


AND let this feeble body fail, 
And let it faint and die ; 
My ſoul ſhall quit the mournful vale, 
And ſoar to worlds on high: 


Shall join the diſembodied ſaints, 
And find its long-ſought reſt, 
(That only reſt for which it pants) 

On the Redeemer's breaſt, 
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In hope of that immortal crown, 
I now the croſs ſuſtain; 

And gladly wander up and down, 
And ſmile at toil and pain: 


I travel my appointed years, 
Till my Deliv rer come, 

And wipe away his ſervant's tears, 
And take his exile home. 


O what hath Jeſus bought for me ! 
Before my raviſh'd eyes, 
Rivers divine of life 1 ſee, 


And trees of paradile : 


I ſee a world of ſpirits bright, 
Who taſte the pleaſures there; 
A They all are rob'd in radiant white, 
Aud conqu'ring palins they bear, 
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Lord, what are all my ſuff rings here, 
If thou but make me meet, 

With that enraptur'd hoſt t'appear, 
And worſhip at thy feet ! 

Give joy or grief, give caſe or pain, 
Take life and friends away; 

But let me find them all again 
In that eternal day ! 


CXI. For ſpiritual Bleſſings. L. M. 
MY ſoul before thee proſtrate lies; 


To thee her ſource my ſpirit flies, 
O let thy cheering count'nance ſhine 
On this poor mournful heart of mine. 


From feeling miſery's depths I cry, 
In thy death, Savior, let me die; 
May ſelf in thy exceſſive pain 

Be ſwallow'd up, nor riſe again! 
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Jeſus! vouchſafe my heart and will 
With thy meek lovlineſs to fill; 

Break nature's bonds, and let me ſee 
That whom thou free'ſt, indeed is free. 


My heart in thee and in thy ways 
Delights, yet from thy preſence ſtrays ; 
My mind would deeper fink in thee, 

My foot ſtand firm, from wand'ring free. 


I know that nought we have avails; 
Here all our ſtrength and wiſdom fails : 
Who bids a ſinful heart be clean? 


Thou, only thou, ſupreme of men ! 


Lord, well I know thy tender love ; 
Thou never did'ſt unfaithful prove; 
A readineſs I find in thee, 

From ſelf and fin to ſet me free. 
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Still will Jlong and wait for thee, 

Till in thy light, the light I lee, | 
Till thou in thy good time appear, 
And ſav'ſt my ſoul from ev ry ſnare. | 


All my own ſchemes and ſelf.deſign, 
I to thy better will reſign, 

Impreſs this deeply on my breaſt, 
That I'm in thee already bleſt. 


When my defires I fix on thee, 

And plunge me in thy mercy's lea, 
Thy ſmiling face my heart perceives, 
Sweetly refreſh'd, in ſafety lives. 


So ev'n in ſtorms I thee ſhall find 
My ſure ſupport, my guardian kind ; 
And I from age to age ſhall prove 
That God in Chriſt is perfect love. 


172 HYMN CXI. 
The Peace of God. B. 7. 


PEACE be to this congregation, 
Peace to every ſoul therein, 
Peace, the foretaſte of ſalvation, 
Peace, the fruit of cancell'd fin ! 
Peace, that ſpeaks its heav'nly Giver, 
Peace to ſenſual minds unknown, 
Peace divine, that laſts forever, 
Here erett its glorious throne ! 


Lord, if now thou paſſeſt by us, 
Stand, and call us unto thee; 

Fully, freely juſtify us, 
Give us eyes thy love to lee ; 

Love that brought thee down from heav'n 
Made our God a man of grief; 

Let it ſhew our fins forgiven ; 


Help, O help our unbelief! 
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Prince of Peace, if thou art near us, 
Fix in all our hearts thy home; 
By thy ſwift appearing cheer us, 
Quickly let thy kingdom come: 
Anſwer all our expettation, 
Give our raptur'd ſouls to prove 
Glorious, uttermoſt ſalvation, 
Heav'nly, everlaſting love. 


CXIII. Amazing Love. C. M. 


A EAS ! and did my Savior bleed ? 
And did my Sovereign die ? 
Could he devote that ſacred head, 
For ſuch a worm as I ? 


L Was it for crimes that I had done 
He groan'd upon the tree ? 
Amazing pity, grace unknown | 
And love beyond degree. 
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Well might the ſun in darkneſs hide, * 
And ſhut his glories 1n, Fu 
When God the mighty Maker dy'd 


For man, his creature's, fin. 


Thus might I hide my bluſhing face, 
While thy dear croſs appears ; 

Diſſolve my heart in thankfulneſs, 
And melt my eyes to tears. 


But drops of grief can ne'er repay 
That debt of love I owe; 

Here, Lord, I give myſelf away, 
O help me ſo to do. 


CXIV. Chriſt the great Melchiſedec. C. M. 


| HOU dear Redeemer, dying Lamb ! 
We love to hear of thee : 

No muſic like thy lovely name, 
: Does {ound ſo ſweet to me 
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Oh may we ever hear thy voice 
In mercy to us ſpeak ! 
And in our Prieſt will we rejoice, 
Thou great Melchiſedec ! Hallelujah, 


Our Jeſus ſhall be ſtill our theme, 
While in this world we ſtay ; 
We'll ſing our Jeſu's lovely name, 
When all things elle decay : 
When we appear in yonder cloud, 
With all thy favor'd throng, 
Then will we ſing more ſweet, more loud, 
And Jeſus be our ſong, Hallelujah. 


CXV. The Ranſom. 8. 


SA. where's thy hope? thou ſinner, ſay, 
Look ev'ry where, and aſk around; 

Who all the mighty debt can pay, 

Can a fit ranſom e'*er be found? 
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Yes, Lord, before I drew my breath, 
The Lamb for me had ſuffer'd death! 


Far, far away, muſt Satan fly, 
Nor think me captive to detain: 
For Jeſus, when he deign'd to die, 
My bondage broke, and burſt my chain; 
And conqu'ror in the dreadful fight, 
My ſoul from thence becomes his right. 


Take thou poſſeſſion of my heart, 
Jeſu, and make me live to thee ; 

With thee let nothing claim a part, 
But thou my all for ever be! 

And give me, with thy ſaints above, 

All joy in thee, thou God of love ! 


H YM N CXVI. 


The Holy Ghoſt. S. M. 


(ONE, Holy Spirit, come ; 

Let thy dil ht beams ariſe ; 

Diſpel the = Ah From our minds, 
The darkneſs from our eyes. 


Cheer our deſponding hearts 
With viſitation ſweet ; 

Give us to lie, with humble hope, 
At our Redeemer's feet. 


Revive our drooping faith, 
Our doubts and fears remove ; 

And kindle in our breaſt the flame 
Of never-dying love. 


Convince us of our fin, 
Then lead to Jeſu's blood; 
And to our wond'ring view reveal 
The ſecret love of God. M 
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Shew us the ſinner's Friend, 

That rules the courts of bliſs ; 
The Lord of Hoſts, the mighty God, 

Th' eternal Prince of Peace. 


*Tis thine to cleanſe the heart, 
T' illuminate the ſoul; 

To pour freſh life on ev'ry part, 
And new create the whole. 


CXVII. Eaſter. 8. 


E dies! the Friend of ſinners dies! 
Lo! Salem's daughters weep around! 

A ſolemn darkneſs veils the ſkies; 8 
A ſudden trembling ſhakes the ground! 

Come, ſaints, and drop a tear or two, 8 

For him who groan'd beneath your load! T} 


He ſhed a thouſand drops for you ; 
A thouſand drops of richer blood ! 
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Here's love and grief beyond degree, 
The Lord of glory dies for men! 
But lo? what ſudden joys we ſee! 
eſus the dead revives again! 
The riſing God forſakes the tomb! 
(The tomb in vain forbids his riſe) 
Cherubic legions guard him home, 
And ſhout him welcome to the ſkies ? 


Break off your tears, ye ſaints, and tell 
How high our great Deliv'rer reigns! 

Sing how he ſpoil'd the hoſts of hell, 
And led the monſter death in chains; 

Say, Live for ever, wond'rous King! 


* Born to redeem ! and ſtrong to ſave! js oo 


Then aſk the monſter—* Where's thy ſting b 
And, where's thy victory, boaſting 9 * 
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Another. 10. 8. 


ROM heav*n the loud. th* angelic ſong began, 
It ſhook the ſkies, and reach'd aſtoniſh'd man; 
By man re-echo'd, it fhall mount again, 
While fragrant odours fill the blifsful plain. 


Worthy the Lamb of boundleſs ſway, 
In earth or heav*n the Lord of all; 
Ye princes, rulers, powers, obey, 


And low hefore his footſtool fall. 


The deed was done. the Lamb was flain ; 
The groaning earth the burden bore : 


He roſe, he lives; he lives to reign, 
Nor time ſhall ſhake his endleſs power. 


Riches, and all that deck the great, 
From worlds unnumber'd hither bring : 
The tribute pour before his ſeat, 
And hail the triumphs of our king. 


HYMN CRIX. 


Wiſdom and ſtrength are his alone, 

He rais'd the top-ſtone, ſhouting Grace ; 
Honor has built his lofty throne, 

And glory ſhines upon his face. 


From heav'n, from earth, loud burſts of praiſe 
The mighty bleſſings {þall proclaim ; 
Bleſſings that earth to glory raiſe ; 
The purchaſe of the wounded Lamb. 


Higher, ſtill higher, ſwell the ſtrain; 
Creation's voice the note prolong ; 
The Lamb ſhall ever, ever reign : 
Let hallelujahs crown the ſong. Hallelujah! 
CXIX. Unchangeable Love. 104. 


F Jeſus is ours, 

We have a true Friend, 
Whole goodneſs endures 

The ſame to the end: 
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Our comforts may vary, 
f Our frames may decline ; 
We cannot miſcarry, 

Our aid is divine. 


Though God may delay 
To ſhew us his light, 
And heavineſs may 
Endure for a night ; 
Yet joy, in the morning, 
Shall ſurely abound, 
No ſhadow for turning 


In Jeſus 1s found, 


— — 


The hills may depart, 
And mountains remove, 
But faithful thou art 
O Fountain of love! 


HYMN CXIX. 109 


The Father hath graven 
Our names on thy hands; 

Our building in heaven 
Eternally ſtands. 


A moment he hid 

The light of his face; 
Yet firmly decreed 

To ſave us by grace: 
And though he reprov'd us, 

And ſtill may reprove, 
For ever he lov'd us, 

And ever will love. 


Then tune every ſtring 
To jelus's name! 
With angels we'll ſing 
The ſong of the Lamb; 
M 4 
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Thee ev'ry behever 
Shall joy fully praiſe, 
-q Thou bountiful Giver 
J Of glory and grace. 
q | CXX. The ſame. 6.8. 
4 My diſtruſtful heart, 
4 How ſmall thy faith appears ! 
But greater, Lord, thou art, 
Than all my doubts and fears : 


Did Jeſus once upon me ſhine ? 
Then Jeſus is for ever mine. 


Unchangeable his will 
Whatever be my frame, 
His loving heart is ſtil] 
Eternally the ſame ; 
My ſoul through many changes goes, 
His love no variation knows, 


HYM N CXXI. 


Thou, Lord, wilt carry on, 
And perfealy perform, 
The work thou haſt begun 
In me, a finful worm: 
»Midſt all my fear, and fin, and woe, 
Thy Spirit will not let me go. 


The bowels of thy grace | 
At firſt did freely move ; 
I {till ſhall fee thy face, 
And feel that God is love! 
My ſoul into thy arms I caſt; 
I know I ſhall be ſav'd at laſt. 


CXXI. Praiſe to Feſus Chriſt. C. M. 


(JOME, let us join our cheerful ſongs 

With angels round the throne; 

Ten eee! thouſand are their tongues, 
But all their joys are one. 
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Worthy the Lamb that died, they cry, 
To be exalted thus ! 

Worthy the Lamb our hearts reply, 
For he was ſlain for us! 


Jeſus is worthy to receive 
Honor and pow'r divine 

And bleſſings more than we can give, 
Be, Lord, for ever thine ! 


; The whole creation join in one, 
. To bleſs the ſacred name 
Of him that ſus upon the throne, 
And to adore the Lamb. 


C XXII. Calvary. S. M. 


2 forth in ſpirit, go 
To Calvary's holy mount! 
See there thy Friend between two thieves, 
Suff ring on thy account. 
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187 
Fall at his croſs's feet, 
And lay, My God and Lord, 
Here let me dwell, and view thoſe wounds 
Which life for me procur'd ! 


Fix on that face thine eve; 
Why doſt thou backward ſhrink ? 
What a bale rebel thou haſt been 
To Chriſt thou now doſt think. 


Fear not, for this is he : 
Who always loves us firſt, 
And with white robes of righteouſneſs 
Delights to deck the worſt. 


Or art thou at a loſs 
What thou to bim ſhalt ſay? 

Be but ſincere, and all thy caſe 
Juſt as it is diſplay. 


85, 


CIT, 
188 HYMN CXXII.L 
That heart our Saviour loves 

Which does not ſtrive to weave 
Pretences fair, to foothe itſelf, 


And his ſharp eyes deceive, 


lh + 


ENTLE Jeſus, lovely Lamb, 
Thine, and only thine I am; 
Take my body, ſpirit, ſoul, 
Only thou poſſeſs the whole. 


Thou my one thing needful be, 
Let me ever cleave to thee ; 
Let me chuſe the better part, 
Let me give thee all my heart. 


Fairer than the ſons of men, 

Do not let me turn again, 

Leave the fountain head of bliſs, 
Stoop to creature happinels ! 
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Whom have I on earth below ? 
Only thee I'd wiſh to know : 
Whom have I in heav'n but thee? 
Thou art all m all to me. 


All my treaſure is above; 

All my riches is chy love: 

Who the worth of love can tell? 
Infinite, unſearchable ! 

Nothing elſe may I require; 

Let me thee alone defire : 

Pleaſ'd with what thy love provides; 
Wean'd from all the world beſides. 


CAXIY. Holy Reaſoning. 6. 7. 8. 
E SUS, Friend of ſinners hear 
A feeble creature pray : 


From my debt of fin fet cur, 
For I have noeughttas 
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Speak, O ſpeak my kind releaſe; 
A poor backſliding ſoul reſtore; 

Love me freely, ſeal | my peace, 
And bid me weep no more. 


Though my fins as mountains riſe, 

And ſwell and reach to heav'n, 
Mercy 1s above the ſkies, 

And I ſhall ſtand forgiv'n: 
Mighty 1s my guilt's increale, 

But greater is thy mercy's ſtore ! 
Love me freely, &c. 


From th' oppreſſive ſenſe of fin 
My ſtruggling ſpirit free: 
Blood and righteouſneſs divine 
Can reſcue even me ! 
Hoy es ſhed thy grace, 
{ning ſhow : 
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Love me freely, ſeal my peace, 
And bid me weep no more. 


CXXV. Pleading the Promiſe. 6. 7. 8. 


BY me, O my Savior, ſtand - 
In ev'ry trying hour; \ 
Guard me with thine out-ſtretch'd hand, 
And hold my by thy power; 
Mindful of thy faithful word, 
Thine all-ſufficient grace beſtow; 
Keep me, keep me, deareſt Lord, 
And never let me go. 


Give me, Lord, an holy fear, ppt 
And fix it in my heart, HS” 

That I may from evil near, : 
With ſpeedy care depart : 

Still thy timely help afford, 
And all thy loving kindneſs ſhew ; 
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Keep me, keep me, deareſt Lord, 
And never let me go. 


Let me never leave thy breaſt, 
From thee, my Savior ſtray: 
Thou art my ſupport and reſt, 
My true and living way, 
My exceeding great reward, 
In heav'n above, and earth below : 
Keep me, keep me, &c. 


Never let me go, till I, 

Upborne on wings of love, 
Gain the regions of the ſky, 

And take my ſeat above : 
Thou haſt paſt thy gracious word, 

That thou wilt bring me fafely through ; 
Thou wilt, therefore, keep me, Lord, 
Nor ever let me go. 


H YM N CXXVI. 193 
For a Bleſſing on Ordinances. L. M. 
REEOVED Savior, faithful Friend, 
The joy of all thy croſs's train; 
In mercy to our aid deſcend, 
Or elſe we worſhip thee in vain: 


In vam we meet to ſing and pray, 
If Chrift his influence withhold; 

Our hearts remain as cold as clay, 
Till we our God by faith behold. 


Then let us feel thy' healing beams, 
And view thy reconciled face ; 

Yea; prove thy preſence in theſe means, 
To bleſs a vile and helpleſs race. 


Here manifeſt thyſelf in peace, 

Thy faithful mercies now' make known : 
O breathe on us a gale of grace, 
And ſend thy cheering bleſſing down. N 
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We gladly for thy coming wait, 
Seeking to know thee as thou art; 


We bow as ſinners at thy feet, 
And bid thee welcome to our heart. 


C XXVII. Before Prayer. S. M. 
Dx Lord, attend our pray'r, 


And all our wants relieve; 
Come to our hearts, and dwell thou there, 
That thou in us may'ſt hve. 


In weakneſs we draw nigh 
| Unto the throne of grace ; 
1 Anſwer a ſinner's mournful cry, 


And fill us with thy peace. N 


Thou read'ſt the naked breaſt; 

For liberty we grain; & | Rt 
We ſigh in thee, our Lord, to reſt, | 

And worſhip thee alone, Re 
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If trials vex our mind, 

Cloſe to thy wounds we'll flee ; 
No refuge may we elſewhere find, 
But what we find in thee. 


To thee we come, our Friend, 
As ſinners papr indeed; 

On thee for future grace depend ; 
Our help. in ev'ry need. 


CXXVIII. Redeeming Love. L. M. 


ARK! in the wilderneſs a cry! 
It ſhakes the mountains, rends the earth; 
The King appears, behold him nigh! 
The God by nature, man by birth! 


Run to and fro, ye heralds. run, 

Proclaim aloud, Prepare the; way! 
Redemption's glorious work's begun, 

And who his potent arm ſhall ſtay? N 2 
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Make ſtrait the path before his feet, 
And ev'ry obſtacle remove ; 


Drop down ye hills your cumb'rous weight, 
And bow before redeeming Love. 


Then ſhall the lowly valley riſe, 
Its budding honors ſpring to view ; 
| Swift the creating Fiat flies, 
1 And all is bliſsful, all is new. 


l Know'ſt thou the meaning, nature's child? 

1 Know'ſt thou the import of the cry? 

K Thy heart's the deſart waſte and wild; 
But lo! the kind Reclammer's nigh. 


Mountains of unbelief and fin 
Before him crumble into duſt ; 
Thy humbled heart ſhall then begin 


His all- reſtoring hand to truſt. 
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By him exalted, know thy ſtate, 

A garden rich in fruit and flower; 
Thy gracious Maſter's lov'd retreat, 

The wonder of redeeming Power. 


C XXIX. Before Sermon. 8. 7. 


Her Ghoſt, inſpire our praiſes, 

Touch our hearts, and tune our tongues ; 
Laud we now thy name, O Jeſus, 

Heav'n ſhall echo with our ſongs ! 


Ev'ry ſtate, howe'er diſtreſſing, 
Shall be profit in the end; 
Ev'ry ordinance a bleſſing; 
Ev'ry providence a friend. 
Bleſſed Lord, be thou our teacher, 
Helper, counſellor, and guide ; 
Sp. ak the promiſe through the preacher, 
And the hearing ear provide. N 3 
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Vain is learning. parts. or merit, 
Vain the native pow'rs of man ; 
Jeſus! fend thy Holy Spirit, 
So diſplay the goſpel plan. 


| CXXX. Euſter. 8. 7. 8. Me 
| PRISING from the darkſome tomb, 


„See the vittorious Jeſus come! 
Th' almighty Pris'ner quits the pris'n ; 
And angels tell the Lord is ris'n. 
Angels, angels, angels, angels, angels tell the 
Lord 1s ris'n. 


End 


: Ye guilty ſouls that groan and grieve, 
| Hear the glad tidings. hear and live; 
God's righteous law 1s ſatisfied; 

And juſtice now is on our fide. ] 


Juſtice, juſtice, &c. 
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Your ſurety, thus releas'd by God, 

Pleads the rich ranſom of his blood : 

No new demand. no bar remains ; 

But mercy now triumphant reigns. 
Mercy, mercy, &c. 


Believers, hail your riſing Head, 

The Firſt-begotien from the dead. 

Your reſurrection's ſure through his, 

To endleſs life and boundleſs bliſs, 
Endleſs, endleſs, &c. 


CXXXI. Another. 8. 8. 6. 


EE Jeſus, our Delv'rer great, 
Riſiag his viet ry to complete; 
In vain's the ſeal and ſtone! 
O grave. where is thy vitt,ry ? 
Here, here. thy mighty Conqu”ror ſee, 
Riling, he leaves ihe tomb. 
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Awhile he with his fav'rites ſtay'd, 

Strength to their feeble faith convey'd, 
Then mounts the ſtarry ſky : 

The heav'ns with acclamations ring, 

And welcome their triumphant King, 
And ſhout bis vittory. 


Mindful of all thy favors, now 
In gratitude we proftrate bow 
Before thy loving face: 
Give all aſſembled in this hour 
To feel thy reſurrection's pow'r, 
And ſing redeeming grace. 


Clearly to ev'ry heart diſplay 

The virtue of thy croſs; this day 
Each drooping heart inflame : 

Refreth'd, we'll then unwearied go 
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Along this wilderneſs below, 

And ſpread thy glorious fame. 
Jeſus, when will the hour appear, 
That we thy pow'rful call ſhall hear, 

And round thy throne attend; 
When ſhall we ſee thee faoe to ace, 
And join above to ſing thy prone, 

Eternity to ſpend. 


CXXXII. A Sinner's Prayer. 6. 7.8. Þ 


(322 of my ſalvation, hear, 
And help me to believe ; 
Simply do I now draw near, 
Thy bleſſing to receive: 
Full of guilt, alas! Lam; 
But to thy wounds for refuge flee : 
Friend of Ainners, ſpotleſs wy "I 
Thy blood was ſhed for me! 
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Nothing have I, Lord, to pay, 

Nor can thy grace procure; 
Empty ſend me not away, 

For I, thou know'ſt, am poor; 
Duſt and aſhes is my name, 

My all is fin and miſery ; 


Friend of finners, ſpotleſs Lamb, 
Thy blood was ſhed for me ! 


Without money. without price, 
I come thy love to buy ; 

From mylelf I turn my eyes, 
The chief of ſinners I: 

Take, O take me as I am, 
Andlet me loſe myſelf in thee; 


| Friend of finners, ſpoileſs Lamb, 
* Thy blood was ſhed for me! 
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Reſting under the Croſs. C. M. 
HILDREN of Iſrael, ſee what ſhade 
The croſs does us afford! 
It was for weary ſinners made: 


We thank thee for it, Lord. , I 


<Gethſemane can witneſs ſtill, 
How meekly there he cried ; 

So can the brow of Calv'ry's hill, 
Where our great Maſter died. 


We ſing thy righteouſneſs and blood, 


And agonizing pain : 
We ling thy griefs, thou dying God, 
Thou Lamb for ſinners ſlain. 


We hail thee, thou by Jews revil'd; 
To thee we bow the knee: 

Hail, very God! the promis'd child! 
The Prophets lang of thee, 
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We are thy living witneſſes, 
And teſtify that thou 

Art all our righteouſneſs and peace, 
For we have prov'd thee fo. 


While others ſing the unknown God, 
We each will ſing of thee ; 

Jeſus hath waſh'd me in his blood, 
And lov'd, and died for me. 


CXXXIV. Public Humiliation. C. M. 


E all the ſinner's path have trod; 
Like ſheep we all have ſtray'd : 
In ſack-cloth let us ſcek to God, 
With duſt upon our head. 
Let ſhame our guilty fouls bow down, 
And let us tell our fn : 


Who knows, while we our folly own, 
But Chriſt may make us clean? 


HY MN Cxxxv. 20 5 


Behold, O Lamb of God, a race 
Of wretched ſinners come, 

Naked and vile; O let thy grace 
Afford thy children room. 


Think on thy gracious coyenant ; 
And then, though we have ſinn'd, 
Kindly forgive us ;—this we want, 
O Lord, our only Friend. 
CXXXV. Invitation. C. M. 
INNERS, attend; attend, I pray, 
And hear the goſpel word; 
Regard your viſitation day, 
And entertain your Lord, 
He calls unto the ſons of men, 


His offer'd grace to prove, 
That they in ſeeking may attain 


Repentance, faith, and love. 
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N Give me thy heart, the Savior cries, | 
J Juſtly he doth it claim; 

| Ob! do not then his call deſpiſe, 

: But give it to the Lamb, 


His arms are open to receive 
Whoever to him flies; 

Pardon and preſent peace to give, 
And love that never dies. 


Jeſus, our Prophet, Pricſt, and King, 
Thou Friend of ſinners, come; | 

Deſcend, kind Comforter, and bung 
The great ſalvation down. 


CXXXVI. Fora Bliaſing on the Goſpel. 7. 


So RCE of light and pow'r divine, 
Deign upon 3 truth to ſhine; 

Lord, behold thy ſervant ſtands; 

Lo! to thee he liſts his hands; 
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Satisfy his ſoul's deſire; 
Touch his lip with holy fire. 


Softly fall the healing ſound, 

Like the dew- drop on the ground; 
Drooping plants ſhall ſoon revive, 
Faith in bud begin to live; 

And, enlarg'd ſhall ſoon diſcloſe 
Beauties of the full-blown roſe. 


In thy pure and holy way, 

Heights and greater heights diſplay; 
So that whilſt our race we run, 

We may think it but begun; 

Nor the paſt contemplate more, 
Urgent ſtill on what's before. 


Ope thy treaſures ! ſo ſhall fall 
Unttion ſweet on him, on all; 
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Till by odours ſcatter'd round, 
Chriſt himſelf be trac'd and found; 
Then ſhall ev'ry raptur'd heart, 
Nach in peace and joy, depart. 
C XXVII. Chriſt our ſacriſtice. S. M. 
OT alt the blood of beaſts 
On Jewiſh altars fſain, 
Could give the guilty conſcience peace, 
Or waſh away the ſtain. 


But Chriſt; the heav'nly Lamb, 
Takes all our fins away: 
A ſacrifice of nobler name, 
And richer blood than they. 
My faich would lay its hand 
On that dear head of thine: 
While, like a penitent, I ſtand, 
and there confeſs my ſin. 
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My ſoul looks back to ſee 

The burden thou didſt bear, 
When hanging on th' accurſed tree; 

And hopes her guilt was there. 
Believing, we rejoice 

To ſee the curſe remove; 


We bleſs the Lamb with cheerful voice, 


And ſing his bleeding love. 


CXXXVIII. The hidden Life. C. M. 


O tell the Savior all my wants, 
How plealing is the taſk ! 
Nor leſs to praiſe him when he grants 
Beyond what I can aſk. 
My lab'ring ſpirit vainly ſeeks 
To tell but half the joy; 
With how much tenderneſs he ſpeaks, 
And helps me to reply. 


O 
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Nor were it wiſe, nor ſhould I chooſe 
Such ſecrets to declare ; 

Like precious wines their taſte they loſe, 
Expos'd to open air. 


But this with boldneſs I proclaim, 
Nor care if thouſands hear ; 
Sweet is the ointment of his name, 

Nor life 1s half ſo dear. 


And can you frown, my former friends, 
Who knew what once I was; | 
And blame the ſong that thus commend: 

The man who bore the croſs ? 


Truſt me, I draw the likeneſs true, 
And not as fancy paints; 
Such honour may he give to you, 
For ſuch have all his ſaints. V 


HYMN CXXXIX. 211 = 
Before Sermon. 6. , 


OLY Comforter, deſcend ! 
Unfold the things of God; 

Bid our fears and ſorrows end, 

Through faith in jeſu's blood: 
Thine it is, the blood t apply; 

Thine, to make us feel and ſee; 
He who did for ſinners die, I 

Hath ſurely died for me. A 


God of God, and Light of Light, D 
Jeſus in usreveal ; l 
Juſtify us in his right, 
And ſtamp us with thy ſeal: 
Fill our ſouls with joy and peace; 
Wiſdom, grace, and utt'rance give: 
Make us through his righteouſneſs, 
To life eternal live. O 2 
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CXL. The ſhining Light. S.M, 


Y former hopes are dead, 
* My terror now begins; 
I feel, alas! that I am dead 
In treſpaſſes and fins. 


Ah, whither ſhall I fly? 
I hear the thunder roar ; 

The law proclaims deſtruQion nigh, 
And vengeance at the door. 


When I review my ways, 
I dread impending doom ; 
But ſure, a friendly whiſper ſays, 
** Flee from the wrath to come.“ 


I ſee, or think I ſee, 

A glimm'ring from afar ; 
A beam of day that ſhines for me, 
To ſave me from deſpair. 
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Fore runner of the ſun, 
It marks the pilgrim's way, 
III gaze upon it while I run, 
And watch the riſing day. 


CXLI. Offices of Chrift. 6. 8. 


RRAY'D in mortal fleſh, 
Lo! the great angel ſtands! 
He holds the promiſes 
And pardons in his hands. 
Commiſſion'd from his Father's throne 
To make his grace to mortals known. 


Be thou our counſellor, 
Our pattern, and our guide ; 
And through this deſart land 
Still keep us near thy fide ! 
O let our feet ne'er run aſtray, 


Nor rove, nor ſeek the crooked way. 
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We'd hear our Shepherd's voice, 
Whoſe watchful eye doth keep 
Poor wand'ring fouls among 
The thouſands of his ſheep : 
He feeds his flock, he calls their names, 
His boſoms bears the tender lambs. 


To this dear Surety's hands, 
My ſoul, commend thy cauſe; 
He anſwers and fulfils 
His Father's broken laws : 
Believing ſouls now free are ſet, 


For Chrilt hath paid their dreadful debt, 


Then let our ſouls ariſe, 

And tread the tempter down ; 
Our Captain leads us forth 

To conqueſt and a crown: 
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March on, nor fear to win the day, 
Though death and hell obſtruQ the way. 


CXLII. Free Grace. C. M. 


ÞREE-8 grace to ev'ry heav'n-born ſoul 
Will be their conſtant theme; 


Long as eternal ages roll, 
They'll ſtill adore the Lamb. 


Free-grace alone can wipe the tears 
From our lamenting eyes; 

Can raiſe our ſouls from guilty fears 
To joy that never dies. 


Free-grace can death itſelf out-brave, 
And take its ſting away : 
Can ſouls unto the utmoſt ſave, 


And them to heav'n convey. 
O 4 
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Our Savior by free-grace alone 
His building ſhall complete; 

With ſhouting bring forth the head-ſtone, 
Crying, Grace, grace to it. 

May I be found a living ſtone 
In Salem's ſtreets above, 

And help to ſing before the throne 


Free-grace and dying love. 
CXLIII. Exhortation to praiſe the Lord. 


SIN G to the Lord, Jehovah's name, 
And in his ſtrength rejoice ; 
When his ſalvation 1s our theme, : F 
Exalted be our voice. Y 


With thanks approach his awful fight, 
And pſalms of honour ing ; 
The Lord's a God of boundleſs might, Ani 


The whole creation's King. 
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Earth, with its caverns dark and deep, 
Lies in his ſpacious hand ; 

He fix'd the ſeas what bounds, to keep, 
And where the hills muſt ſtand. 


Come, and with humble ſouls adore, 
Come, kneel before his face; 

O may the creatures of his pow'r 
Be children of his grace ! 


CXLIV. After Sermon. St. M. 
QUIET our Lord, 


Thy name be ador'd 
For all the rich bleſſings convey'd thro* thy word! 


In ſpirit we trace 
Thy wonders of grace, 
And cheerfully join in a concert of praiſe, 
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The Ancient of days 
His glory diſplays, 


210 


And ſhines on his choſen with cheriſhing rays, A 
The trumpet of God 
Is ſounding abroad 

The language of mercy - Salvation thro' blood. BL 
Thrice happy are they, a 


Who hear and obey, 


And ſhare in the bleſſings of this goſpel- day. An 


The people who know 
The Savior below, 


With burning affection to worſhip him glow, 
[Their anguiſh and ſmart 


And ſorrows depart, | 
Who find his ſalvation inſcrib'd on the heart. ] 
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219 
The people are bleſt 
Who lean on his breaſt, 

And have a rich foretaſte of his promis'd reſt. 


This bleſſing be mine 
Through fayour divine : 
But, O my Redeemer, the glory be thine! 


The work 1s of grace, 
Thine, thine be the praife! 
And mine to adore thee, and tell of thy ways. 


CXLV. Retirement. C. M. 


FR from the world, O Lord, I flee, 
From ſtrife and tumult far; 

From ſcenes, where Satan wages ſtil] 

His moſt ſuccefsful war. 


220 HYMN CLXV. 


The calm retreat, the ſilent ſhade, 
With pray'r and praiſe agree; 

And ſeem, by thy ſweet bounty made, 
For thoſe who follow thee. 


There, if thy ſpirit touch the ſoul, 
And grace her mean abode ; 

Oh with what peace, and joy, and love, 
She communes with her God! 


There. like the nightingale, ſhe pours 
Her ſolitary lays ; 
Nor aſks a witneſs of her ſong, 


Nor thirſts for human praiſe. ( 
Author and Guardian of my life, v 
Sweet ſource of light divine; 
And, all harmonious names in one, 4 


My Savior, thou art mine! 
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What thanks I owe thee, and what love, 
A boundleſs, endleſs ſtore ; | 

Shall echo through the realms above, 
When time ſhall be no more. 


CXLVI. A Spur to Profeſſors. 8. 7. 


Lan ſouls, the foe grows ſtronger ; 
See what hoſts your camp ſurround ; 

Arm to battle; lag no longer, 
Hark ! the filver trumpets ſound, 

Wake, ye ſleepers; wake, what mean you ? 
Sin beſets you round about; 

Up, and ſearch—the world's within you: 
Slay, or chale the traitor out. 


What enchants you, pelf or pleaſure ? 
Pluck right eyes, with right hands part ; 

Aſk your conſcience where's your treaſure! 

For be certain there's your heart, 
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4 
Give the fawning foe no credit : 1 
4 Lo! the bloody flag's unfurl'd ; / 
b That baſe heart (the word has ſaid it) 
2 Loves not God that loves the world. P 
| A 
j God and Mammon? oh! be wiſer, A 
4 Serve them both? it cannot be; T 
| Eaſe in warfare, ſaint and miſer, 
3 Theſe will never well agree. St; 
I Shun the ſhame of foully falling; Th 
Cumber'd captives clogg'd with clay, Th 
1 Pi ove your faith, make ſure your calling; An 
7 Wield the ſword and win the day. = 
. CXLVII. For divine Aſſiſtance, 11. Thy 
(COMPASSIONATE Bridegroom, my Shep- Dire 
herd, and Friend, 80 1 


Thy child from the fury of Satan defend; 
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Thy preſence continue, thy bleſſing convey, 
And grant me a ſpirit to praiſe and to pray. 


Prevent and aſſiſt me, and ſo ſhall I run, 

And further within me the work thou'ſt begun: 
And then let the world me rejett or deſpile, 
Thy grace for my wants, Lord, ſhall ever ſuffice. 


Still go thou before me, and guide me aright ; 
Thy peace be my comfort, thyſelf my delight : 
Thy will be my pleaſure, thy honour my aim, 
And this be my glory, the blood of the Lamb, 


This, this be my portion, thy beauty my ſong, 
Thy name and thy praiſes ſtill dwell on my tongue. 
Direct by thy Spirit my actions, and ways, 

So ſhall I inherit thy bleſſing always. 


\ep- 
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Seeking the Beloved. C. M. 
1 thoſe who know the Lord, I ſpeak, 


Is my Beloved near? 
The e of my ſoul J ſeek, 
Oh when will he appear! 


Though once a man of grief and ſhame, 
Yet now he fills a throne ; 

And bears the greateſt, ſweeteſt name, 
That earth or heav'n have known, 


Grace flies before, and love attends 
His ſteps where'er he goes; 

Though none can ſee him but his friends, L 
And they were once his foes. 


Such Jeſus is, and ſuch his grace, L 
Oh may he ſhine on you! | 

And tell him, when you ſee his face, 
I long to ſee him too. 
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The world a Wilderneſs. C. M. 


11 ! what a wretched land is this, 
That yields us no ſupply ; | 
No cheering fruits, no ee trees, 
Nor ſtreams of living joy. 


But prickling thorns through all the ground, 
And mortal poiſons grow; | | 
And all the rivers that are found, | 
With dang'rous waters flow. | : 


Yet the dear path to thine abode 1 
Lies through this horrid land : ' 
Lord! we would keep that heav'nly road, 
And run at thy command. 4 


[Our ſouls ſhall tread the deſart through 
With undiverted feet! 

And faith and flaming zeal ſubdue | 
The terrors that we meet. P = 


2 


Forget theſe troubles of the ways, 
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[A thouſand lavage beaſts of prey 
Around the fore} roam = 

But Judah's Lion guards the way, 
And guides the ſtrangers home.) 


[Long nights and darkneſs dwell below, 
With ſcarce a twinkling ray; | 
But the bright world to which we * 
Is ev erlaſting d. :: Ha P; 


By glimm'ring hopes and gloomy fears 
We trace the ſacred road ; 

Through diſmal deeps and dang' rous ſnares 
We make our way to God. 1 


Our journey is a thorny mazes 
But we march upward ſtill; 


And reach at Sion's hill. 
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"Sec the kind angels at the gates, 
Inviting us to come! 

There Fetus, the fore- runner, waits 
To welcome trav' lers home ?} 
There on a green and flow'ry mount, 

Our weary ſouls. ſhall ſit; 
And, with tranfporting joys, recount 
The labours of our feet. 


No vain diſcourſe {hall fill our tongue, 


Nor triſles vex our ear; 
Infinite, grace ſhall be our ſong, 

And, God. rejoice. to hear. 
Eternal oldries to tlie King 

That brought us ſafehhthrougg; 
Our tengues hall never ceaſe 08 
Ang;eudleds. praile en 17 
Mee n S443 1 * ' 2 


N A 
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Aſcenſion. L. M. 


UR Lord is riſen from the dead, 
Our Jeſus is gone up on high! 

The pow'rs of hell are captive led, 
Dragg'd to the portals of the ſky. 


There his triumphal chariot waits, 
And angels chaunt the ſolemn lay; 
Lift up your heads, ye heav'nly gates, 
Ye everlaſting doors, give way ! 
Looſe all your bars of maſly light, 
And wide unfold th' ethereal ſcene; 
He claims theſe manſions as his right, 
Receive the King of glory in! 
Who is the King of glory, who ? 
The Lord, that all his foes o'ercame ; 
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And Jeſus is the Cong ror's name. 


The world, fin, death, and hell o'erthrew; 
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Lo! his triumphal chariot waits, 
And angels chaunt the ſolemn lay; 
Lift up your heads, ye heav'nly gates, 
Ye everlaſting doors, give way! 
Who is the King of glory, who? 
The Lord, of glorious pow'r poſleſt ; 
The King of ſaints and angels too, 
God over all forever bleſt ! 


CLI. Looking upwards in a Storm. L. M. g 

THE billows ſwell, the winds are high, = 
Clouds overcaſt my wintry ſky ; | 

Out of the depths to thee I call, | 
My fears are great, my ſtrength is ſmall. 
O Lord, the pilot's part perform, 
And guide and guard me through the ſtorm ; 
VIE Defend me from each threat'ning ill, 

| Control the waves ſay, Peace | be ſtill! P g 
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Amidſt the roaring of the ſea, 
My foul ſtill hangs her hope on thee! | 


Thy conſtant love, thy faithful care, | 
Is all that faves me from deſpair. ] 
Dangers of ev'ry ſhape and name | ] 
Attend the follow'rs of the Lamb, | 4 
Who leave the world's deceitful ſhore, 1? 


And leave it to return no more. 


Though tempeſt-toſs'd, and half a wreck, 
My Savior through the floods I feck; 
Let neither winds nor ſtormy main 
Force back my ſhatter'd bark again. 


CET. - The Mourner's Pleua. L. M. 
OD of my life, to thee I call, 
Afflidted at thy feet 1 fall: 
When the great water-floods prevail, \ 
Leave not my trembling heart to fall! 


H.YM N CLIII. 


Friendof the friendleſs, and the faint ! 
Where ſhould I lodge my deep complaint? 
Where but with thee, whole open door 
Invites the helpleſs and the poor? 


Did ever mourner plead with thee, 

And thou refuſe that mourner's plea : 7 
Does not the word ſtill fix'd remain, 
That, None ſhall ſeek thy face in vain? 


Poor though I am, delpis'd, forgot, 

Yet God, my God, forgets me not; 

Ang he is ſafe, and muſt ſucceed, 

For whom the Lord vouchſaſes to plead, 


CLIII. Praiſe to Jeſus Chriſt. C. NI. 
LUNG'D ina gulph of dark deſpair, 8 
We wretched ſinners lay, 


Without one cheerful beam of hope, 
Or ſpark of glunm'ring day. P 4 
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With pitying eyes the Prince of grace 
Beheld our helpleſs grief; 

He ſaw, and (oh! amazing love!) 
He came to our relief. 


Down from the ſhining courts above, 
With joyful haſte he fled; 

Enter'd the grave in mortal fleſh, 
And dwelt among the dead. 


Oh! for this love let rocks and hills 
Their laſting filence break, | 

And all harmonious human tongues 
The Savior's praiſes ſpeak ! | 


Angels, aſſiſt our mighty joys, | 
Strike all your harps of gold: | 
But when you raiſe your higheſt notes, 
His love can ne'er be told, 


HYMN CIIV. 999 
Good Friday. 7. if 


QURELY Chriſt thy griefs hath borne ; 
Weeping ſoul no longer mourn : 

View him bleeding on the tree: 

Pouring out his lite for thee ; 

There thy ev'ry ſin he bore: 

Weeping ſouls, lament no more. 


Weary ſinner, keep thine eyes 

On th' atoning, Sacrifice: 

There th” incarnate Deity, 

Number'd with tranſgreſſors, ſee; 

There his Father's abſence mourns ; 

Nail'd and bruis'd, and crown'd with thorns. 


See thy God his head hang down; 
Hear the Man of forrows groan; 
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For thy ranſom there condemn'd ; 
Strip'd, derided, and blaſphem' d: 
Bleeds the guilileſs for th unclean; 
Made on ei for thy ſin. 


Caſt thy guilty ſoul on him: 
Find him mighty to redeem ; 
At his feet thy burden lay; 
Look thy doubts and care away: 
Now by faith, the Son embrace; _ 
Plead his promiſe ; truſt his grace. 


Lord, thy arm muſt be reveal'd,: © 
E'er I can by faith be heal'd: 
Since I ſcarce can look to thee, 
Caſt a gracious eye on me! , 
At thy feet myſelf 1 lay; ITE 
Shine, oh ſhine my fears away! 
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PJatm 150. gt 6. | 


PRAISE the Lord who reigns above, 
And keeps his couxrts below; 

Praiſe the holy God of love, 
And all his greatneſs ſhew : 

Praiſe him for his noble deeds, | 
Praiſe him for his matchleſs pow'r | 

Him from whom all good proceeds, ; 
Let earth and heav'n adore. 


Publiſh; ſpread to all around, 
The great Immanuel's name : 
Let the trumpet's martial found, 
Him Lord of hoſts proclaim : 
Praiſe him ev ry tuneful ſtring, 
Alt the reach of heav*nly art; 
All the pow'rs of muſic bring, 
The muſic of the heart. 
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Him in whom-they move and live 
Let ev'ry creature ing : 
Glory to their Maker give, 
And homage to their King. 
Hallow'd be his name beneath; 
As in heav'n on earth ador'd; 
Praiſe the Lord in ev'ry breath; 
Let all things praiſe the Lord ! 


CLVI. The Name of Fefus, precious. 


| Bad earth and heav'n agree, 
Angels and men be join'd, 
To celebrate with me 
The Savior of mankind! 
T' adore the great atoning Lamb, 
And bleſs the ſound of Jeſu's name. 


6. 8. 
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Jeſus! tranſporting ſound! _ 
The joy of earth and heav'n: 
No other help is found, | 5 
No other name is giv'n, | 
By which we can ſalvation have; 
But. Jeſus came the world to ſave. 


eſus! harmonious name! 
It charms the hoſts above 
They evermore proclaim, 
And wonder at his love: 
'Tis all their happineſs to gaze, | 
'Tis heav'n to ſee our Jeſu's face. 


His name the finner hears, 
And is from guilt ſet free: 

'Tis muſic in his ears, 
Tis life and victory: 
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New ſongs do now his Tips: emp boy. 0 
And dances his glad heart —. joy, 


CLEVTI. 73 Reign of Grace, . K. 


H APP the heart where graces reigh, 
Where love inſpires the breaſt! 


Love is the brighteſt of the train, 
And perfetts all the reſt. 


Knowledge, alas! tis all in vain, 
And all in vain, our fear; 

Our ſtubborn ſms will fight and ey wet ; 
If love be abſent there. | 


This is the grace that lives and fing 
When faith and hope fhal} c&ale : 
'Tis this ſhall ſtrike our joyful m_— 

In the ſweet realms of bliſs; - 


HYT MN CLVIII. 2 39 
When join'd to that harmonious throng 
That fills the choirs above, 


Then ſhall we tune our golden harps, 
And ev'ry note be love. 


CLVIII. Submiſſion. C. M. 


Lord, my beſt deſire fulfil, 
And help me to reſign 
Life, health, and comfort to thy will, 
And make thy pleaſure mine. 


Why ſhould I ſhrink at thy command, = 
VW hoſe love forbids my fears? 
Or tremble at the gracious hand $ 

That wipes away my tcars ? b 
No, let me rather freely yield i 

What moſt I prize to thee ; 
Who never haſt a good withheld, 
Or wilt withhold from me. 
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Thy favor, all my journey through, 
Thou art engag'd to grant; 


What elſe I want, or think I do, 
Tis better ſtill to want. 


Wiſdom and mercy guide my way, 
Shall I reſiſt them both? 

A poor blind creature of a day, 
And cruſh'd before the moth! 


But ah! my inward ſpirit cries, 
Still bind me to thy ſway ; 

Elſe the next cloud that veils my ſkies, 
Drives all theſe thoughts away. 


CLIX. To the Triniy. 6. 4. 


(OME, thou almighty King, 
Help us thy name to ling, 
Help us to praiſe |! 
Father, all glorious, 
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O'er all victorious, 


Come and reign over us, 
Ancient of Days. 


ſeſus, our Lord, ariſe, 
Scatter our enemies, 
And make them fall. 
Let thine almighty aid 
Our ſure defence be made, 
Our ſouls on thee be ſtay'd: 
Lord, hear our call, 


Come, thou Incarnate Word, 
Gird on thy mighty ſword, 
Our pray'rs attend. 
Come, and thy people bleſs, 
And give thy word ſuccels ; 
Spirit of holineſs 
On us deſcend. 
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Come, holy Comforter, 

Thy ſacred witnels bear 
In this glad hour. 

Thou, who almighty art, 

Now rule in ev'ry heart, 

And ne'er from us depart, 
Spirit of pow'r. 


To the great One in Three 
Eternal praiſes be, 
Hence evermore ! 
His ſovereign Majeſty 
May we in glory ſee, 
And to eternity 
Love and adore, 


CLX. Chriſtmas. 7. 


| H ARK! the herald-angels fing 
Glory to the new-born King! 
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Peace on earth and mercy mild, 
God and ſinners reconcil'd. 
Joyful, all ye nations, riſe, 

Join the triumphs of the ſkies ; 
With th' angelic hoſt proclaim, 

« Chriſt is born in Bethlehem!“ 
Chriſt, by higheſt heav'n ador'd, 
Chriſt the everlaſting Lord; 

Late in time behold him come, 
Offspring of a virgin's womb, 
Veil'd in fleſh the Godhead lee, 
Hail th' Incarnate Deity ! 
Pleas'd a man with men t' appear, 
Jeſus our Immanuel here. 

Mild he lays his glory by, 

Born that man no more may die; 
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Born to raiſe the ſons of earth, 
Born to give them ſecond birth. 


Come, deſire of nations, come, 
Fix in us thy humble home; 
Riſe, the woman's conqu'ring ſeed, 
Bruiſe in us the ſerpent's head. 
CLXI. Another. 8.6.8. 
JI up your heads in joyful hope, 
4 Salute the happy morn; 
Each heav*nly power 
Proclaims the glad hour ; 
Lo, Jeſus the Savior is born! 


All glory be to God on high, 
To him all praiſe is due ; 
The promiſe is ſeal'd, 
The Savior's reveal'd, 
And proves that the record is true. 
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Let joy around like rivers flow, 
Flow on and ſtill increaſe ; 
Spread o'er the glad carth 
At Jeſus's birth, 
For heav'n and earth are at peace. 


Now the good will of heav'n is ſhewn 
Tow'rds Adam's helpleſs race ; 
Meſſiah is come 
To ranſom his own, 
To ſave them by infinite grace. 


Then let us join the heav'ns above, 
Where hymning ſeraphs ſing; 
Join all the glad pow'rs, 

For their Lord is ours, 
Our Prophet, our Prieſt, and our King. 
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Praiſe for the Fountain opened. C. M. 


HERE is a fountain fill'd with blood 
Drawn from Immanuel's veins ; 
And ſinners, plung'd beneath that flood, 
Looſe all their guilty ſtains. 
The dying thief rejoic'd to ſee, 
That fountain in his day ; 
And there have J, as vile as he, 
þ Waſh'd all my fins away. 


Dear dying Lamb, thy precious blood 
Shall never'loſe its pow'r, 
Till all the ranſom'd church of God 


Be ſav'd, to ſin no more. 


E'er ſince, by faith, I ſaw the ſtream 
Thy flowing wounds ſupply, 

Redeeming love has been my theme, 
And ſhall be till I die. 
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Then in a nobler, ſweeter ſong 
I'll fing thy pow'r to ſave ; 

When this poor liſping, ſtamm'ring tongue 
Lies ſilent in the grave. 

Lord, I believe thou haſt prepar'd, 
(Unworthy tho' I be) 

For me a blood-bought free reward, 
A golden harp for me! 


"Tis ſtrung, and tun'd for endleſs years, 
And form'd by power divine, 
'Toſound, in God the Father's ears, 
No other name but thine. 


CLXIII. Kejoicing in Hope. 8. 8. 6. 


I Shall not always make my moan, 
Nor worſhip thee a God unknown ; 
But I ſhall live to prove 
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Thy people's reſt, thy ſaint's delight, 
The length, and breadth, and depth and height 
Of thy redeeming love. 


Oh, that I might at once go up, 
No more on this ſide Jordan ſtop, 
But now the land poſſeſs: 
This moment end my legal years, 
Sorrows, and fins, and doubts, and fears, 
An howling wilderneſs, 


Now, O my Joſhua, bring me in; 

Sprinkle thy blood, forgive my fin, 
My unbelief remove: 

The purchaſe of thy death divide, 

And, Oh! with all the ſandtified. 

Give me a lot of love, 


at 


HYMN CLXIV. 249 
For Grace. B. 7. 


'S Thou tender, loving Jeſus, 
Now thy ſaving grace impart ; 
From the world and Satan ſave us, 
Save us from our evil heart, 
Throw thy arms in mercy open, 
Bid, O bid us, Jeſu, come; 
Let our flinty hearts be broken, 
Falling on the Corner Stone, 


Here forever let us centre, 

Steady, tho' aſſail'd by fin; 
Forward may we boldly venture, 

Till eternal life we win : 
Baniſh ev'ry reas'ning ſcruple, 

Scatter ev'ry gath'ring cloud ; 
Our poor hearts, O Jeſu, ſprinkle 
With thy precious, precious blood. 
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When our cheering feelings ſicken, 
And a veil our ſoul o'erſpreads, 

Then with grace our ſpirits quicken, 
To raiſe up our drooping heads : 

Should our fooliſh hearts e'er wander 
From the ſource of real joy; 

Y Call us back, but not in anger, 

F Leſt thy frowns ſhould us deſtroy. 


Arm us for thy heav'nly ſtorehouſe, 
Still diſplay thy banner high: 
| March victorious on before us, 
F Make the world and Satan fly: 
When the angel drawing near us 
Seals in peace the pilgrim's eyes, 
In that trying moment bear us 
Safe into thy paradiſe. 


HYMN CLXV. 251 
Under Temptation. 7. 


ESU, lover of my ſoul, 
Let me to thy boſom fly, 

While the billows near me roll, 

While the tempeſt {till is high: 
Hide me, O my Saviour, hide, 

Till the ſtorm of life is paſt ; 
Safe into the haven guide, 

Oh receive my ſoul at laſt ! 


Other refuge have I none, 
Hangs my helpleſs ſoul on thee ; 
Leave, O leave me not alone, 
Still ſupport and comfort me : 
All my truſt on thee is ſtay'd, 
All mine help from thee I bring; 
Cover my defenceleſs head. 
With the ſhadow of thy wing. 
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Thou, O Chriſt, art all I want, 
Boundleſs love in thee I find : 
Raiſe the fallen, cheer the faint, 
Heal the ſick, and lead the blind. 
Juſt and Holy is thy name, 
I am all unrighteouſnels ; 
Vile and full of fin I am, 
Thou art full of truth and grace. 


Plenteous grace with thee is found, 
Grace to pardon all my {in ; 

Let the healing ſtreams abound, 
Make and keep me pure within: 

Thou of life the fountain art, 
Freely let me take of thee; 

Spring thou up within my heart, 

Riſe to all eternity. 


H Y MN CLxvI. 258 
Prayer. 7. 
(;OME, my ſoul, thy ſuit prepare, 
Jeſus loves to anſwer prayr; +4 


He melt has bid thee pray, 
Therefore will not ſay thee nay. 


Thou art coming to a King, 
Large petitions with thee bring; 
For his grace and power are ſuch, 
None can ever aſk too much. 
With my burden I begin? 

Lord, remove this load of fin ; 
Let thy blood, for ſinners ſpilt, 
Set my conſcience free from guilt. 


Lord I come to thee for reſt, 
Take poſſeſſion of my breaſt; 
There thy blood-· bought right maintain, 


And without a rival reign, 
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While I am a pilgrim here, 

Let thy love my ſpirit cheer ; 

As my Guide, my Guard, my Friend, 
Lead me to my journey's end. 

Shew me what I have to do, 

Ev'ry hour my ſtrength renew ; 

Let me hve a life of faith, 

Let me die thy people's death. 


CLXVII. Safety in Chriſt. 6. 8. 


OIN all the glorious names 
Of wiſdom, love, and power, 
That mortals ever knew, 
That angels ever bore : 
All are too mean to ſpeak his worth, 
Too mean to ſet our Savior forth, ] 


What kind endearing words, 
What condeſcending ways, 
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Doth our Redeemer uſe, 
To teach his heav'nly grace! 
My ſoul with joy and wonder ſee 
What forms of love he bears for thee. 


Great Prophet of our God, 
Our tongues would bleſs thy name ! 
By thee the joyful news 
Of our ſalvation came ; 
The joyful news of fins forgiv'n, | 
Of hell ſubdu'd and peace with heav'n. 


Jeſus, our great High Prieſt, 
Offer'd his blood and died; 
Thou guilty ſinner, ſeek 
No ſacrifice beſide; 
His pow'rful blood did once atone, 
And nov it pleads before the throne. 


2 56 HYMN CLXVII. 
My dear Almighty Lord! 
My Conqu'ror and my King ! 
Thy matchleſs pow'r and love, 
Thy ſaving grace we ſing : 
Thine is the pow'r; Oh may we fit 
In willing bonds beneath thy feet! 


CLXVIII. The Efficacy of Chriſt's Blood. C. M. 


ÞÞ there a thing that moves and breaks 
A heart as hard as ſtone, 
Or warms a heart as cold as ice? 
Tis Jeſu's blood alone. 
One drop of this can truly cheer 
And heal the wounded ſoul ; 
What multitude of broken hearts 
This living ſtream makes whole ! 


Hear, O my ſoul ! what ſing the choirs 
Around the glorious throne ? F 
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Hark ! the ſlain Lamb for evermore 
Sounds in the ſweeteſt tone! 

The elders there caſt down their crowns, 
And all, both night and day, 

Sing praiſe to him who ſhed his blood, 
And waſh'd their guilt away. 


And this, while here, will we proclaim, 
Cheerful in our degree ; 

That through the blood of God's dear Lamb, 
Each ſoul may happy be. 

But thou, O Lord, make ev'ry day 
Thy grace to us more [weet ; 

Till we behold thy wounded fide, 
And worſhip at thy feet. 


CLXIX. The ſame. 7. 


ESU, Jeſu, King of Saints, 
Known to thee are all my wants; R 
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Self- convicted, ſelf-abhor'd, 
I approach thee, deareſt Lord. 


Known to thee, whole eyes are flame, 
I thy love and pity claim; 

With an eye of love look down ; 
Help me, Lord, and help me ſoon. 


Break, Oh break this heart of ſtone; 
Form it for thy uſe alone: 

Bid each vanity depart, 

Build thy temple in my heart. 


This be my ſupport in need, 
That thou didſt fo freely bleed; 
All my hopes and joys ariſe 
From thy bloody ſacrifice. 


This confirms me when I'm weak; 
Comforts me when I am fick ; 


| "—_ 
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Gives me courage when I faint; 
Well ſupplies my ev'ry want. 


Savior, to my heart be near, 
Exerciſe the Shepherd's care ; 
Guard my weaknels by thy grace, 


Let me feel a conſtant peace. 


CLXX. Precious Chriſt. 6.8. 
ESUS is all my hope, 
His death is all my boaſt ; 
But for his ſov'reign grace 
I ſhould be ever loſt ; 
Redeeming blood, and dying love, 
Here be my theme and when above, 


All that remains for me 
Is but to love and ing, 
Admire and adore 
My Savior, God, and King; 
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Each ſtripe, each bruiſe, each bleeding wound, 
Speaks love and peace to all around. 


Than e'er the world did know, 
More of thy ſmiling grace 
Freely on me beſtow ; 
And let me taſte that ardent love 
That ſaints and martyrs taſte above. 


A 
: O happy, ſweeter name 
; 


So all my doubts and fears 
Shall wholly flee away, 
And every mournful night 
Be turn'd to joyful day; 
And all the world ſhall plainly ſee 


Thou art a faithful friend to me, 
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, For ſpiritual Mindednefs. 6. 8. 


LED, let my ſpirit dwell 
(Whilſt I reſide below) 
oaks this wretched world 
Of miſery and woe; 
So that its grief may ne'er diſmay, 
No charms delude my heart away. 


I take my happy reſt 

In thee, my God, alone, 
And all my miſery 

I ſpread before thy throne ; 


My happy morn of liberty. 
O mercy! mercy! Lord, 
Whilſt yet the light is near; 


My weary ſoul, involv'd 
In deep confuſion, cheer ; 


261 


I groan, and ſigh, and long to ſee 
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And raiſe me up, I long to be 
Wichin a bleſſed view of thee. 


My Lord, thyſelf alone 
Can take me by the hand, 
And lead me ſafely on 
Into the promis'd land: 
Thy power can ſubdue my foes, 
Allay and ſweeten all my woes. 


Condudt me ſafely home, 
My Savior, and my God; 
Mercy is all I crave, 
The merits of thy blood ; 
Redemption full I only ſee, 
Out of myſelf alone in thee, 


1 
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Come, Lord Feſus. 8. 7. 


( JOME, thou long-expeAed Jeſus, 

Born to ſet thy people free; < 
From our fears and ſins releaſe us, 
Let us find our reſt in thee! 
Iſrael's ſtrength and conſolation, 

Hope of all the earth thou art: 
Dear deſire of every nation, 
Joy of every longing heart. 


Born thy people to deliver, 
Born a child, and yet a King; 
Born to reign in us for ever, 
Now thy gracious kingdom bring ! 
By thine own eternal Spirit, 
Rule in all our hearts alone; 
By thine all- ſufficient merit, 
Raiſe us to thy glorious throne! R 4 
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i ſhall I render to the Lord? C. M. 


OR mercies countleſs as the ſands, 
| Which daily I receive - 
© From Jeſus my Redeemer's hands, 

My ſoul, what canſt thou give? 


Alas! from ſuch a heart as mine, 
What can I bring him forth ? 
My beſt is ſtain'd and dy'd with fin, 


My all is nothing worth. 


Yet this acknowledgment I'll make 
For all he has beſtow'd ; 

Salvation's ſacred cup I'll take, 
And call upon my God. 


The beſt returns for one like me, 
So wretched and ſo poor, 

Is from his gifts to draw a plea, 
And aſk him ſtill for more, 
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I cannot ſerve him as I ought, 
No works have I to boaſt ; 

Yet would I glory in the thought 
That I ſhall owe him moſt. 


CLXXIV. For Chriſtmas-day. 11. 


0 Jeſus my Saviour, I fain would embrace 

Thy name and thy nature, thy Spirit and grace, 
And trace the dear footſteps of Jeſus my Lord, 
And glory in him whom the nations abhor'd. 


O wonder of wonders ! aſtoniſh'd I gaze, 

To ſee in the manger the Ancient of Days; 
And angels proclaiming the ſtranger forlorn, 
And telling the ſhepherds that Jeſus is born ! 


My God, my Creator, the heavens did bow 
| loranſom offenders, and ſtoop'd very low; 
The body prepar'd by his Father aſſumes, 

And on the kind errand moſt joyfully comes. 
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For thouſands of ſinners the Lord bow'd his head, 
For thouſands of ſinners he groan'd and he bled : 
My ſpirit rejoices, the work it is done; 
My ſoul is redeemed, ſalvation is won. 


My God is returned to glory on high; 
When death makes a paſſage then to him TI fly; 
And gladly will leave all my brethren behind, 
Expetting in glory we all ſhall be join'd. 
CLXXV. Longing for Chriſt. L. M. 


Come, thou wounded Lamb of God ! 
Come waſh us in thy cleanſing blood! 
Give us to know thy love, then pain 
Is fweet, and life or death is gain. 


Take our poor hearts, and let them be 
For ever clos'd to all but thee : 

Seal thou our breaſts, and let us wear 
That pledge of love for ever there. 


_ 
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How can it be, thou heav'nly King, 
That thou ſhould'ſt man to glory bring, 
Make ſlaves the partners of thy throne ! 
Deck'd with a never-fading crown ? 


O Lord, enlarge our ſcanty thought, = f 


To know the wonders thou haſt wrought: = 
Unlooſe our ſtamm'ring tongue to tell e 
Thy love immenſe, unſearchable! f 


Firſt- born of many brethren thou, 

To thee both heav'n and earth muſt bow: 
Help us to thee our all to give, 

Thine may we die, thine may we live. 


CLXXVI. The Nativity. C. M. 
ARK ! the glad ſound! Meſſiah comes, 
The Savior promis'd long! 
Let ev'ry heart prepare a throne, 
And ey'ry voice a ſong. 
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He comes the pris'ners to releaſe, 
In Satan's bondage held: 

The gates of braſs before him burſt, 
The iron fetters yield. 


He comes, the broken heart to bind, 
The bleeding ſoul to cure; 


And with his righteouſneſs and blood 
T' enrich the humble poor. 


Our glad hoſannas, Prince of Peace, 
Thy welcome ſhall proclaim ; 

And heav'n's eternal arch ſhall ring 
With thy beloved name. 


CLXXVII. Witneſſmg of Chriſt. S. M. 


HE God, whole {miles we court, 
From whom we favour claim; 
Whoſe love alone new life imparts, 
And gives the heav'nly flame; 
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Is none but the meek Lamb, 
Our dear exalted Lord; 


Whoſe grace and ſpirit ſtill remain 
To bleſs us in his word. 


His promiſe 1s the ſame, 
His church below to bleſs, 
When they aſſemble in his name 
To ſupplicate his grace; 
A train of finners poor 
He will not caſt behind; 
But keeps his word for evermore, 
And bears us on his mind. 


To our relief he flies, 
He flies from realms above ; 
Anſwers our pray'rs in ſweet replies, 
And tokens of his love, 
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2 
|; 7 Shall we not witneſs bear 
How faithful he hath been; 
And boldly to the world declare 
Salvation we have ſeen ? 


Yes, if thou'lt help us Lord, 
Thy name we will confels ; 
And ſpeak of Chriſt the living word, 
The Lord our righteouſneſs : 
We'll mention to his praiſe 
The triumphs of his death; 
And ſing his everlaſting grace 
Ev'n with our lateſt breath. 


CLXXVIII. Pſalm go. C. M. | 


O God, our help in ages paſt, 
Our bop for years to come, f 


Our ſhelter from the ſtormy blaſt, 
And our eternal home ; 
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Under the ſhadow of thy thrane 
Thy faints have dwelt ſecure : 
Sufficient 1s hy arm alone, 
And our defence is ſure, 


Thou turneſt man, O Lord, to duſt, 
Of which he firſt was made; 

And, when thou ſpeak'ſt the word, Return, 
'Tis inſtantly obey'd. 


But I am with you,” faith the Lord; 
My ſaints ſhall ſafe abide; 

« Nor will I e'er forſake my own, 
For whom the Savior dy d.“ 


Through ev'ry ſcene of life and death = 
Thy promiſe is our truft : 

And this ſhall be our children's feng, 

When we are cold in duſt; 
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O God, our help in ages paſt, 
Our hope for years to come ; 


Be thou our guard, while life ſhall laſt, 


And our eternal home ! 


CLAXIX. The Pilgrim. 6. 8. 


ESU, at thy command 
I launch into the deep; 
And leave my native land, 
Where fin lulls all afleep : 
For thee I fain would all reſign, 
And fail to heav'n with thee and thine. 


What tho' the ſeas are broad, 
What tho' the waves are ſtrong, 
What tho tempeſtuous winds 
Diſtreſs me all along; 
Yet what are ſeas, or ſtormy wind 
Compar'd to Chriſt, the finner's Friend? 


„ 
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Chriſt is my pilot wiſe, 
My compaſs is his word: 


My ſoul each ſtorm defies, 
While I have ſuch a Lord. 

I truſt his faithfulneſs and pow'r, 
To ſave me in the trying hour. 


Tho rocks and quickſands deep 
Through all my paſſage lie; 
Yet Chriſt ſhall ſafely keep 
And guide me with his eye. 
How can! fink with ſuch a prop, 
That bears the world and all things up. 


By faith I ſee the land, 
The Hav'n of endleſs reſt ; 
My ſoul, thy wings expand, 
And fly to Jeſu's breaſt ! 
2 8 
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Oh may I reach the heav'nly ſhore, / 
Where winds and ſeas diſtreſs no more. 


ba nr er becalit'd I lie, 
all my ſtorms ſubfide ; 
Then to my ſuccout fly, 
And ktep me near thy ſide. 
For more the treach'rous calm I dread, 
Than tempeſts burſting o'er my head. 
Come heav*nly. Wind, and blow 
A proſperous gate of grace, 
To waft from all below 
To heav'n my deſtin'd place. 
Then i in full fail my port I'll find, 
And leave the world and fin behind. 


CLXXX., , The Throne of Gmace. 


EHOLD dhe throne of grace ! 
The promiſe calls me near ; 
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There Jeſus ſhews à ſmiling face, 
And waits 10 avſwer pray r. ; 
That rich atoning blood. 

Which ſprinkled round I ſee, 

Provides for thoſe who come 10 God. 
An all-prevailing ple. 


My ſoul, afk what thou wilt, 

Thou eam ſt not be too bold; | 
Since his own blood ſor thee he ile, | 

What elſe can he withhold? 


Thy image, Lord, 'beſtow, 
Thy an and thy love ; 
I aſkto fervethee here below, 
And reign wich thee above. 
Teach me to live by faith, 
Conform my will to thine ; 
8 2 
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Let me vigorious be in death, 
And then in glory ſhine. 


CLXXXI. A urance. L. M. 


A Debtor to mercy alone, ä | 
* Of covenant mercy I ing ; 
Nor fear, with thy righteouſneſs on, 
My perſon and off ring to bring. 
The terrors of law and of God 
With me can have nothing to do; 
My Savior's obedience and blood 
Hide all my tranſgreſſions from view. 


The work which his goodneſs began, 
The arm of his ſtrength will complete ; 
His promiſe is Yea and Amen, 
And never was forfeited yet. 
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Things future, nor things that are now; 
Not all things below nor above, 


Can make him his purpoſe forego, 
Nor ſever my ſoul from his love. 


My name from the palms of his hands 
Eternity will not eraſe; | 
Impreſt on his heart it remains 4 
In marks of indelible grace. inal - 
Yes, I to the end ſhall endure, 4 
As ſure as the earneſt is given 
More happy, but not more ſecure, 
The glorified ſpirits in heaven. 


CLXXXII. Chrift's Care for his People. 


() Zion, afflicted with wave upon wave, 
Whom no man can comfort, whom no man 
can ſave; KR 

S 3 
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With dirkhnefs ſurrounded; by terrors diſmay d, [ 
In toiling and rowing thy ſtrength is decay'd. F 
Loud roaring #be billows now nigh overwhelm, Y 


But ſkilful's the Pilot that fits at the helm; 


His wiſdom condutts thee, his pow 'r thee defends, I 
In ſafety and quiet thy warfare he ends, ” 

n 
O fearful ! O faithleſs? in mercy pe cries ; Tc 
My promiſe, my truth, are they light in thy eyes? Th 
Still, ſtill I am with thee; my promiſe ſhall ſtand ! Th 
Through temp ent and wing IN bang thee to land. Fre 
Forget thee [ will not, I eannot ; thy name, An 
Engrav'd on my heart, doth for ever remain: C 


The palms of y hands whilſt I look on, I ſee ; 
The Wards I esel ben ſuff ting for thee. 


85 
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feel at my heart all thy ſighs and thy graans, 
For thou art moſt near me, my fleili and my bones: 


In all thy diſtreſſes thy head feels the pain. 
vet all are moſt needful, not one is in vain. 


Then truſt me, and fear not ; thy life is ſecure ; 


My wiſdom is perfect, ſupreme is my pow'r;; 
In love I correct thee, thy ſoul to refine; 
To make the at length in my likeneſs to ſhine. 
4 The fooliſh, the fearful; the weak are my care ; 
> The helpleſs, the hopeleſs, I hear their ſatl pray'r ; 
From all their afflittions my glory ſhall ſpring; 
And the deeper their ſorrows, the luuder they Il ſing. 
CLXXXIII. The Day of Judgment. 8. 7. 4.” 
Cf AY of e day of wonders? © 
. Hark ! the trumpet's awful found, 
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Louder than a thouſand thunders, 
Shakes the vaſt creation round! 
How the ſummons will the ſinner's heart confound! Tt 


See the Judge our nature wearing, 
Cloath'd in majeſty divine ! 

You who long for his appearing, | 
Then ſhall ſay, This God is mine? 


Gracious Savior, own me in that day for thine ! 


At his call the dead awaken, 
Riſe to life from earth and ſea; 
All the pow'rs of nature ſhaken 
By his look prepare to flee : 
Careleſs ſinner, what will then become of thee ! 


Yo! 


aaron ,. 
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Satan, who now tries to pleaſe you, 
Leſt you timely warning take, 


OY 
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In that awful day will ſeize you, 
Plunge you in the burning lake: 
Think, poor ſinner, thy eternal all's at ſtake. 
But to thoſe who have confeſſed, 
Lov'd and ſerv'd the Lord below, 
He will fay, © Come near ye blefled, 
See the kingdom I beſtow ; 
| You for ever ſhall: my love and glory know.“ 


CLX XXIV. Reconciliation. C. M. 


DIe of all the names above, 
Jeſus and my God, 9 
Who = Jen thy heav'nly love, 


1 Or trifle with thy blood? 


'Tis by the merits of thy death 

The Father ſmiles again; 
*Tis by thine interceding break 
The Spirit dwells with men. 


Fl 
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Till God in human fleſh I fee, 7 
| My thoughts no comfort find; 161 
The holy, juſt, and ſacred Three 
f Are terrors to my mind, 
But if Immanuel's face appear, 
2 My hope, my joy begins; 
4 His name forbids my {laviſh fear, 
His grace removes my fins. (1 
While ſome on their own works rely, 
And ſome of wiſdom boaſt, 
I love th' Incarnate Myſtery, 
And there I fix my truſt. 
CLXXXV. Ebenezer. 8. 7. 


CNE. thou Fount of ev'ry bleſſing, 
Tune my heart to lang thy grace; 

Streams of mercy never ceaſing, 

Call for ſongs of loudeſt praiſe. 


Teach me ſome melodious ſonnet; 
Sung by flaming tongues above ; 

Praiſe the mount—Oh fix us om it, 
Mount of God's unchanging love! 


Here I raiſe my Ebenezer ; 
Hither by thine help I'm come; 
And I hope by thy good pleaſure, 
Safely to arrive at home. | 


Jeſus ſought me when a ſtranger, 
Wand'ring from the fold of God ; 

He, to reſcue me from danger, 
Interpos'd his precious blood. 


Oh! to grace how great a debtor 
Daily I'm conſtrain'd to be, 
Let that grace now, like a fetter, 


Bind my wand'ring heart to thee., 
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Prrone to wander, Lord, I feel it; 
Prone to leave the God I love; 


Here's my heart, Oh take and ſeal it, 
Seal it from thy courts above. 


CLXXXVI. Chriſt crucified, L. M. 


IN HEN I ſurvey the wond'rous croſs 
| On which the Prince of Glory died, 
My richeſt gain I count but loſs, 

And pour contempt on all my pride, 


Forbid it, Lord, that I ſhould boaſt, i 
Save in the death of Chriſt my God : 

All the vain things that charm me moſt, 
I facrifice them to his blood, 


See from his head, .his hands and feet, 
Sorrow and love flow mingled down! 

Did e'er ſuch love and ſorrow meet, 

Or thorns compoſe ſo rich a crown ? 
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Were the whole realm of nature mine, 
That were a preſent far too {mall ; 

Love ſo amazing, ſo divine, 

Demands my foul, my life, my all ! 


CLXXXVII. Chriſt's Humiliation. C. M. 


HAT objeR's this that meets my eyes 
From out Jeruſalem's gate; 
Which fills my mind with ſuch ſurprize, 
As wonders to create? 


Who can it be that groans beneath 
A pond'rous croſs of wood ; 
Whoſe ſoul's o'erwhelm'd in pains of death, 


And body's bath'd in blood ? 


Is this the Man, can this be he, 

The Prophets have foretold, 
Should with tranſgreſſors number'd be, 
And for their crimes be ſold? 
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Yes, now I know 'tis he, *tis he, 
E'en Jeſus, God's dear Son; 

Wrapt in mortality to die 
For'crimes that I had done. 


Oh! bleſſed ſight, Oh! lovely form, 
To ſinful ſouls like me! | 
I'll creep beſide him as a worm, 
And ſee him die for me, 


= I'll hear his groans, and view his wounds, 
a Until with happy John, 
4 I on his breaſt a place have found 
= Sweetly to lean upon. 
4 CLXXXVIII. God onniſcient. C C. M. 


Lord, whate er is felt or fear'd 
This thought i is my repoſe, 
That he my mortal frame who rear'd 
Its varipus weakneſs knows. 
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Thou view'ſt us with a pitying eye, 
While ſtruggling with our load: 

In pains and dangers thou art nigh, 
Our Father and our God. 


Supported by thy changeleſs love, 
We tend to realms of peace, 

Where ev'ry ſorrow ſhall remove, 
And ev'ry fin ſhall ceaſe. 


The more my frailty here is tried, 
The more I toil and grieve, 


The more thy grace is glorified, 
Which ſhall the viCtry give. 


CLXXXIX Curiſt our Kinſman. 8. 
ESUS, we claim thee for our own, -- 
Our Kinſman, near ally'd in blood; 


Fleſh of our fleſh, bone of our bone, 
The Son of man, the Son of God: 


1s, 
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And lo! we lay us at thy feet, | 
Our ſentence from thy mouth to meet. 5 


Partaker of my fleſh below, X 
To thee, O Tefus, I apply; 
Thou wilt thy poor relations know ; 
Thou never can'ſt thyſelf deny, 
Exclude me from thy guardian care, 

Or ſlight a ſinful beggar's pray'r ! 


Thee, Savior, in my greateſt need, 
I truſt my greateſt Friend to prove: 
Now o'er thy meaneſt ſervant ſpread 


The ſkirt of thy redceming love. | 
Under thy wing's protection take, 

And ſave me for thy mercies ſake. 1 

Haſt thou not undertook my cauſe, 1 


Lord over all, to worms ally'd ? 


Anſwer me from that bleeding croſs, 
Demand thy dearly, xanſom'd bride : 
Aid let my ſoul, betroth'd to thee, 


Thine, wholly thine, for ever be. 
CXC. Faith's Review and Eæpectation. C. M. 


MAZ ING grace! (how ſweet the ſound) 
That ſav'd a wretch like me! 


I once was loſt, but now am found; 
Was blind but now I ſee. 


'Twas grace that taught my heart to fear, 
And grace my fears reliev'd ; 


How precious did that grace appear, 
The hour I firſt believ'd. 


Through many dangers, toils, and ſnares, 
I have already come ; 
'Tis grace has brought me ſafe thus far, 
And grace will lead me bome. T 
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Yes, when this fleſh and heart ſhall fail, 
And mortal life {ſhall ceaſe; 
I ſhall poſſeſs, within the vail, 
A life of joy and peace. 
CXCI. The good Shepherd. 8. 


HOU Shepherd of Iſr'el divine, 
The joy of the contrite in heart: 
For cloſer communion they pine, 
Still, {till to reſide where thou art. 


The paſture, oh! when ſhall we find, 
Where all who their Shepherd obey, 0 
Are fed, on thy boſom reclin'd, 
Are ſcreen'd from the heat of the day ? 


Ah! ſhew us that happieſt place, 
The place of thy people's abode, 

Where ſaints in an ecſtaly gaze, 
And hang on à crucified God. 
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Thy love for loft ſinners declare, 
Thy paſſion and death on the tree ; 
Our ſpirits to Calvary bear, 
To ſuffer and triumph with thee. 


'Tis there with the lambs of thy flock, 
There only we'd covet to reſt, 

To lie at the foot of the rock, 
Or riſe to be hid in thy breaſt : 


'Tis there we would always abide, 
And never a moment depart ; 
Conceal'd in the cleft of thy ſide, 

Eternally held in thy heart, 


CXCII. The Pool of Betheſda, S. M. 


ESIDE the goſpel pool 
Appointed for the poor, 


From year to year, my helpleſs foul 
Has waited for a cure. 
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How often have I ſeen 
The healing waters move ; 
And others, round me, ſtepping in, 
Their efficacy prove. 


But my complaints remain, 
I feel the very ſame; 
As full of guilt, and fear, and pain, 
As when at firſt I came. 


Oh would the Lord appear 
My malady to heal ; 
He knows how long I've languiſh'd here 
And what diſtreſs I feel. 


How often have I thought, 
Why ſhould I longer lie ? 
Surely the mercy I have ſought 
Is not for ſuch as I. 
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But whither can I go? 
'There 1s no other pool 


Where ſtreams of ſov'reign virtue flow, 
To make a ſinner whole. 


Here then, from day to day, 
I'll wait, and hope, and try; 
Can Jeſus here a ſinner pray, 
Yet ſuffer him to die ? 


No- he is full of grace; 
He never will permit 
A ſoul that fain would ſee his face, 
To periſh at his feet. 


CXCIII. Looking unto Chriſt. 8. 7. 


SWEET the moments, rich in bleſſing, 
Which before the croſs I ſpend ; 

Life and health, and peace poſſeſſing 

From the ſinner's dying friend. 129 
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Here Ill fit, for ever viewin 
Mercy's ſtreams in ſtreams of blood; 
Precious drops my ſoul bedewing, 


Plead and claim my peace with God. 
Truly bleſſed is this ſtation, 


Low before his croſs to lie; 
While I ſee divine compaſſion 
Floating in his languid eye; 
Here it is 1 find my heaven, 
While upon the Lamb I gaze; 
Love I much? I've much forgiven : 
I'm a miracle of grace. 


Love and grief my heart dividing, 
With my tears his feet I'll bathe ; 


Conſtant ſtill in faith abiding, 
Life deriving from his death. 


May I ſtill enjoy this feeling 


In all need to Jeſus go; 


Prove his wounds each day more healing, 


And himſelf more deeply know. 
CXCIV. The name of Jeſus. C. NM. 
How ſweet the name of Jeſus ſounds 


In a behever's ear! 
It ſoothes his ſorrows, heals his wounds, 
Anddrives away his fear : 


It makes the wounded ſpirit whole, 
And calms the troubled breaſt ; 

"Tis manna to the hungry ſoul, 
And to the weary, reſt. 

Dear name! the rock on which I build, 
My ſhield and hiding place ; 

My never-failing treas'ry fill'd 
With boundleſs ſtores of grace ! 


HYMN CXCIV. 29 5 


„ 


296 HYM N CXCV. 


Jeſus! My Shepherd, Huſband, Friend, 
My Prophet, Prieſt, and King ; 
My Lord, my life, my way, my end, 
Accept the praiſe I bring. 
Weak is the effort of my heart, 
And cold my warmeſt thought; 
But when I ſee thee as thou art, 
I'll praiſe thee as I ought. 


Till then I would thy love proclaim 
With ev'ry fleeting breath; 

And may the mulic of thy name 
Refreſh my ſoul in death ! 


CXCV. Morning. 8. M. 


12 thee I wholly give 
Mylelf this day anew, 
As thy own ranſom, dearly bought, 
Thy ſpoil and purchale due; 
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e e . 
That with me thou may'ſt do 
What's pleaſing in thy ſight ; 
And from me take whate'er thou wilt, 
 Whate'er thou ſee'ſt not right. 


How very weak I am 
My Savior well can ſee ; 
Ah! how exceeding ſhort I fall 
Of what I ought to be! 
Compaſſionate High-Prieſt, 
To thee I muſt appeal; 
My numberleſs infirmities 
Oh kindly haſte to heal! 


It is his daily care 
His helpleſs ſheep to feed; 
To purify their ſpotted ſouls, 
And tend and gently lead: 
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This makes me firmly truſt 
Thou'lt lead me farther ſtill ; 

And guard me ſafe throughout the way 
That leads to Sion's hill. 


Thou haſt me, ſinner poor, 
Snatch'd to thy heart in haſte; ' 
With tend'reſt mercy fetch'd me home, 
And grav'd me on thy breaſt. 
My buſineſs then is this, 
O may I it fulfil ! 
Thee to exalt with all my ſtrength, 
And eye thee only ſtill. 


CXCVI. Morning or Evening. C. M. 


ESUS, the Savior of my ſoul, 
Be thou my heart's delight ; 
Ever to me the ſame remain, 


My joy by day and night, 
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Hungry and thirſty. after thee 
May I be found each hour; 
Humble in heart, and happy kept F 
By thine almighty pow'r, 


Oh may I never once forget 
What a poor worm I am! 
From death and hell redeem'd by blood, 
The blood of God's dear Lamb. 


May thy bleſt Spirit, in my heart, 
Moſt ſweetly ſhed abroad 

The love of my Incarnate God, 
Who bought me with his blood. 


The myſt'ry of redeeming love 
Be ever dear to me; 
And may the fleſh and blood of Chrilt 


My daily manna be. 
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Alarm. 6. 


TOP, poor ſinner! ſtop and think, 
Before you farther go ; 
Will you ſport upon the brink 
Of everlaſting woe ? 
All your fins will round you crowd, 
Sins of a blood crimſon dye; 
Each for vengeance crying loud, 
And what can you reply ? 


Say, have you an arm like God, 

That you his will oppoſe ? 
Fear you not that iran rod 

With which he breaks his foes ? 
Can you ſtand in that dread day, , 
When he judgment ſhall proclaim, 
And the earth ſhall melt away 

Like wax before the flame ? 
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Tho' your heart be made of ſteel, 
Your forehead lin'd with braſs, 

God at length will make you feel, 
He will not let you pals: 

Sinners then in vain will call; 
(Tho' they now deſpiſe his grace) 

Rocks and mountains on us fall, 
And hide us from his face. 


But as yet there is a hope, 
You may his mercy know ; 
Tho! his arm is lifted up, 
He ſtill forbears the blow: 
*T was for finners Jeſus died, 
Sinners he invites to come; 
None who come ſhall be denied, 


He ſays, There ſtill is room. 
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At Parting. C. M. 


TT HO Chriſt when we together came, 


In ſingleneſs of heart, 


We met, 6 Jeſu, in thy name, 
And in thy name we part. 


We part in body, not in mind, 
Our minds continue one : 

And each to each in Jeſus join'd, 
We happily go on. 


Preſent we ſtill in ſpirit are, 
And intimately nigh ; 


While on the wings of faith and pray'r, 


We Abba! Father! cry. 
O may thy Spirit, deareſt Lord, 


In all our trayails ſtill 
Direct, and be our conſtant guard, 
To Zion's holy hill! 
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Oh what a joyful meeting there, 
Beyond theſe changing ſhades ! 

White are the robes we all ſhall wear, 
And crowns upon our heads. 


Haſte, Lord, and bring us to the day, 
When we ſhall dwell at home: 
Come, O Redeemer, come away; 
O Jeſus, quickly come ! 


CXCIX. Afition. 8. 


NCOMPASS'D with clouds of diſtreſs, 
Juſt ready all hope to reſign, 
I pant for the light of thy face, 
And fear it will never be mine: 
Diſhearten'd with waiting ſo long, 
I fink at thy feet with my load : 
All plaintive I pour out my ſong, 
And ſtretch forth my hands unto God. 
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Shine, Lord, and my terror ſhall ceaſe; 
The blood of atonement apply ; 

And lead me to Jeſus for peace, 
The Rock that is higher than I: 

Speak, Savior, for ſweet is thy voice; 
Thy preſence 1s fair to behold : | 

I thirſt for thy Spirit with cries If 
And groanings that cannot be told. 


If ſometimes 1 ſtrive as I mourn, 
My hold of thy promiſe to keep, 


The billows more fiercely return, 85 
And plunge me again in the deep: 8 
While harraſs'd and caſt from thy ſight, 1 

The tempter ſuggeſts with a roar, Wea 
„The Lord hath forſaken thee quite; ) oh 


* Thy God will be gracious no more, 
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Yet, Lord, if thy love hath deſign'd 
No covenant bleſſing for me, 
Ah, tell me, how is it I find 
Some {weetnefs in waiting for thee ? 
Almighty to reſcue, thou art, 
Thy grace 1s my only reſource ; 
If e'er thou art Lord of my heart, 
Thy Spirit mult take it by force. 


CC. The Chriſtian's Journey. 


CTRANGERS, and ſojourners below, 
We travel through this wilderneſs, 
Seeking the promis'd reſt to know, 9 

In Chriſt the fountain of true bliſs: | | 
We ſeek a place beyond the ſkies, 
An everlaſting paradiſe, 
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In this purſuit we ſtand in need 
Of daily freſh ſupplies of grace; 
Our ſouls with manna Chriſt muſt feed, 
While we his leading footſteps trace : 
So ſhall each pilgrim gladly move 
Onward unto his home above. 


No earthly bliſs is worth our ſtay, 
Or ſtruggle for another breath ; 
Theſe comforts vaniſh and decay, 
And yield no ſolid joy in death : 
While others vain delights purſue, 
We taſte God's love for ever new. 


His croſs inflitts the deadly blow, 
And crucihes each rebel fin : 

Peace, love, and joy hence richly flow 
And cauſe ſweet melody within, 
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Dependent on the God of pow, 
We glory in a {uft 'ring hour. 
The New Jeruſalem appears, 
Her citizens reſplendent ſhine ; 
For God hath wip'd away their tears, 
And fill'd them with the life divine: 
Wich them we ſhall his glory ſee, 
And praiſe him thro' eternity. 


CCI. Weak Believers encouraged. S. M. 
Y OUR harps ye trembling ſaints, 


Down from the willows take; 
Loud to the praile of love divine, 
Bid ev'ry ſtring awake. 


Tho? in a foreign land, 

We are not far from home; 
And nearer to our houſe above 

We ev'ry moment come. 
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His grace will to the end 
Stronger and brighter ſnine; 
Nor preſent things, nor things to come, 
Shall quench the ſpark divine. 


Faſten'd within the vail, 
Hope be your anchor ſtrong; 
His loving Spirit the ſweet gale 
That wafts you ſmooth along. 


Or ſhould the ſurges riſe, 
1 And peace delay to come, 0 
Bleſt is the ſorrow, kind the ſtorm, 
That drives us nearer home. 


The people of his choice 
He will not caſt away; 
Vet do not always here expect 
On Tabor's Mount to ſtay. 
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When we in darkneſs walk, 
Nor feel the heav'nly flame, 
Then 1s the time to truſt our God, 

And reſt upon his name. 


Soon ſhall our doubts and fears 
Subſide at his controul : 
His loving kindneſs ſhall break through 
The midnight of the ſoul. 


CCII, Part Second. 


O wonder when God's love 
Pervades your kindling breaſt, 
You with for ever to retain 
The heart-tranſporting gueſt. 


Yet learn, in ev'ry ſtate, 
To make his will your oon; 
And when the joys of ſenſe depart, 


To walk by faith alone, U 3 
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By anxious care depreſs'd, 
When from the deep we mourn, 
„Lord, why ſo haſty to depart, 
So tedious m return.” 


Still on his plighted love 
At all events rely ; 
The very hidings of his face 
Shall train thee up to joy. 


Wait till the ſhadows flee ; 
Wait thy appointed hour ; 
Wait, till the bridegroom of thy ſoul 
Reveals his love with pow'r. 


The time of love will come, 
When thou ſhalt clearly ſee, 
Not only that he ſhed his blood, 
But that it flow'd for thee. 
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Tarry his leiſure then, 
Although he ſeem to ſtay; 
A moment's intercourſe with him 
Thy grief will overpay. 


Bleſt is the man, O God, 
That ſtays himſelf on thee; 
Who wait for thy ſalvation, Lord, 
Shall thy ſalvation ſee, 


CCIII. Reſt in Heaven, C. M. 


ORD, I believe a reſt remains 
To all thy people known ; 
A reſt where pure enjoyment reigns, 
And thou art lov'd alone. 


Celeſtial Spirit, make me know 
That I ſhall enter in: | 
Now, Savior, now the pow'r beſtow, 


And waſh me from my in, U 4 
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Remove this hardneſs from my heart, 
This unbelief remove; 

{ To me the reſt of faith impart, 

I The ſabbath of thy love. 


. Come. O my Savior, come away, 

Into my ſoul deſcend; | 

No longer from thy creature * f 
My Author, and my end. 


TXL. me, ye ſouls, who now appear 
In milky robes, and joy ful ſtand 
Around the throne, from danger far, 
In triumph at the Lord's right hand; 
How did you in thoſe courts arrive? 
For in thoſe courts . fain would live. 


=- CCIV. Enguiring the Way to Heaven. 8. 
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And thou fair Hebrew captive, well 
Eſteem'd in Babel's ſtately court, 
Greatly beloved Daniel, tell, 
How didſt thou gain the heav- nly port! » 
And let thy fellows, princely wiſe, 
Relate their way to paradiſe, 


Chief miniſter to Gentiles ſent, 
Once perſecutor of the faith 
Of Chriſt, whoſe days ſo much were ſpent 
In doing good, deſcribe the path 
Which led thee to the ſhining prize, 
That I may trace thee to the ſkies. 


Could I, amidſt th' angelic choir, 
Like — d John to heav'n ſoar, 
Of ev'ry ſaint would I enquire, 
How they attain'd the happy ſhore : 
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They all,” (to John the word was given) 
12 Through tribulation came to heaven.“ 


CCV. Tie Happineſs of Heaven. 11. 
BEST ip ſpirits above, whoſe garments appear 
D waſh'd white in the blood of the Lamb clean 
and fair; 
You now in full triumph his conqueſts can ſing, 
Whilſt I, a poor pilgrim, my mite will caſt in. 


Like him you do ſhine, and him face to face ſee, 

I envy you not when by faith he meets me ; 

His ſmiles you enjoy, now unclad from my clay, 
He loves and he pities my ſorrows each day. 


You hail him in light, at his feet your crowns fall, 
At his feet, as a ſinner, I there find my all; 
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le now makes my heav'n while earth meſurroundss 


Like a hart o'er theſe, mountains he ſkips and he 
bounds. 


My griefs and my ſorrows his tender heart bears, 
an In fellowſhip ſweet I caſt on him my cares; 

On his boſom my head ſhall incline night and day, 

With him I will ſuffer while here I do ſtay. 


He ſoon ſhall exchange this vile body of mine, 
With yours become faſhion'd in glory divine ; 

From earth into heay*n his praiſes I'll bear, i 
His death and his merits our joys ſhall declare. 1 


CCVI. Grow in Grace, 10. 1 


ll, QIN NERS Redeemer, whom we inly love; * 

Father of thine below, and thine above ; 7 

Brother of worms, who earthly veſſels bear, 
Savior of happy ſouls, who ſimple are— 
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Oh let us day by day with rapture feel 

What grace, what love is, what thy Spirit's ſeal; 
What fervent zeal that prudently aſpires, 
What heay*nly drawings, what ſeraphic fires, 


A manly ſpirit too, dear Lord impart; 

A face anointed and a glowing heart ; 

Let all our pow'rs ſpeak forth an holy ſhame, 
And inward life and cheerfulneſs proclaim. 


CCVII. Fefus our High Prieſt. C. M. 


ESUS, our High Prieſt and our Head, 
Who bears our fleſh and blood, 
And always interced'ſt for us 
Before the throne of God; 


We know thou never canſt forget 
Thy poor weak members here; 


U; 
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But when we ſuffer in the leaſt, 
A part with us thou'lt bear. 


Thou with great tenderneſs art touch'd 
At what thy children feel: 

When by temptations. we are preſs'd, 
Thou know'ſt well what we ail, 


Thou halt a tender ſympathy. 
With ev'ry ſmart and pain ; 

For when thou waſt a man on earth, 
Thou didft the fame ſuſtain. 


And though thou art dxalted now, 


Yet to us thou art near; 


Thou kngw ſt our weakneſs and our wants, 


Andliſt neſt to our pray'r; 


Thou art to us ſo yery nigh; td 
That with us thou art one, 
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In ſpirit, ſoul, and heart, and fleſh, 
Yea, bone of our own bone. | 


What ſhall we ſay for this thy love, 
But fore thee proſtrate he ;'  - 
And thank thee that thou waſt a man 
To all eternity. ns nodT 
CCVIII. Stability of the Covenant. L. M. 
REJCICE ye ſaints, in ev'ry ſtate, 
vine decrees remain unmov'd; Ec 
1 No turns of Providence abate [ T 
God's care for thoſe he once: hath lov d. A yi, 


, Firmer than heav'n his cov'nant ſtands; And: 
| Tho” earth ſhould ſhake, and ſkjes depart, The b 
You're ſafe in your Redeemer's hands, Chuſe 


Who bears your names upon his heart, Th 
one eon. ; DEI $63 1 0 Um. 
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Our ſurety knows for whom he ſtood, 
And gave himſelf a ſacrifice : 


The ſouls once ſprinkled with his blood, 
Poſſeſs a life that never dies. 


Tho' darkneſs ſpread around our tent, 
Tho' fear prevail, and joy decline, 
God will not of his oath repent ; 
Dear Lord, thy people ſtill are thine, Xt 
CCIX. Chriſtmas. L. M. = 
ESUS, all praiſe is due to thee, 1 
That thou waſt pleas'd a man to be! 
A virgin's womb thou did'ſt not ſcorn, 
And angels ſhout to ſee thee born, Hallelujah 
The bleſſed Father's only Son 
Chuſeth a manger for his throne ; 
And, tho' the high and mighty God, 
Aſſumes our feeble fleſh and blood, Hallelujah! 
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Whom earth could not contain, nor ſkies, 
In low eſtate the Savior hes ; 

And who the world's foundation laid, 

Is now a little infant made. Hallelujah! 


The Father's brightneſs comes in ſight, 

Gives to the world its ſaving light ; 

And drives the clouds of fin away, 

To make us children of the day. Hallelujah! 


The Son, the Almighty God confeſs'd, 

In his own world became a gueſt ; 

And open'd through himſelf the way, 

A paſlage to eternal day. Hallelujah 


And therefore poor on earth he came, 6 
That we might all his riches claim, 

To make us heirs of endleſs bliſs, Fo 
With all thoſe choſen ſaints of his. Hallelujah 


HYMN (CX. 
For us theſe wonders he hath wrought, 
To fhew his love ſurpaſſing thought! 


Then let us all unite to fing 
1! WI Praiſe to our loving God and King. Hallelujah 


CCX. Another. 8. 


YE ſimple men of heart fincere, 
Shepherds who watch your flocks by night, 
Start not to ſee an angel near, 
Nor tremble at this glorious light. 
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An herald from the heav'nhy Ring 
I come, your ev'ry fear to chaſe! 
Good tidings of great joy 1 bring, 
Great joy unto the fallen race ! 


For you is born on this glad day 
jah! A Savior by our hoſt ador d; 
X 
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Our God in Bethlehem ſurvey, 
Make haſte to worſhip Chriſt the Lord. 


By this the Savior of mankind, 
Th' incarnate God ſhall be dif} play'd : 
In ſwathes the Infant ye ſhall find, 


And humbly in a manger laid. 
CCXI. Chriſt the good Shepherd. C. M. 
'P 200, Savior, my good Shepherd art, 


Thy voice, dear Lord, I know ; 
When 28585 arm'd the ſword at me, 
Thy heart receiv'd the blow. 


4 
1 
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My heart was broke with ſhame and grief; 0 
Thy pity felt my pain, l 
Bound up my wounds, my ſtrength renew'd, WI 


And gave me health again. 
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Thou me doſt lead and gently tend, 
And feed in paſtures good, 
And bring me to the living ſtream 
Of thy moſt precious blood. 


Thy blood! Oh pleaſing found to me, 
And all thy helpleſs ſheep ! 

There lies my fas defence by day, 
My ſhelter when I ſleep. 


CCXII. Chriſt the only Refuge. 8. 


O whom ſhould I fly for relief? 
To him that hath lov'd me ſo well 
And who when I fink into grief, 
Doth all my infirmities feel. 
O Lover of ſinners, on thee 
My burden of trouble I caſt ; 
d, Whoſe care and compaſſion for me 
For ever and ever ſhall laſt, X 2 
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Thine anger for what I have done, 
O Father, I mournfully bear ; 
But look to thine innocent Son, 
Who ever intreats thee to ſpare. 
Be mindful of Jeſus and me; 
He ſuffer'd, my pardon to buy ; 
And what he procur'd on the tree, 
Demands for his people on high, 


CCXIII. Tie Chriſtian's Race. L. M. 


A WAKE, our ſouls, away our fears, 
Let ev'ry trembling thought be gone, 
Awake, and run the heav'nly race, 
And put a cheerful courage on. 


True, *tis a ſtrait and thorny road, 

And mortal ſpirits tire and faint ; 
But they forget the mighty God, 

That feeds the ſtrength of ev'ry faint, 


1 
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The mighty God, whoſe matchleſs pow'r ' 
Is ever new and ever young, 

And firm endures while endleſs years 
Their everlaſting circles run. 


From thee, the overflowing ſpring, 
Our ſouls ſhall drink a freſh ſupply ! 
While ſuch as truſt their native ſtrength 
Shall melt away, and droop, and die. 


Swift as an eagle cuts the air, 
Weill mount aloft to thine abode ; 
On wings of love our fouls ſhall fly, 
Nor tire amidſt the heav'nly road. 


CCXIV. Cirift's Cruciſiaion. L. M. 


HE croſs! the croſs! ob that's my gain, 
Becauſe on that the Lamb was ſlain; 
'Twas there my Lord was crucified ; 
'Twas there my Savior for me died, X 3 
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What wond'rous cauſe could move thy heart 
To take on thee my curſe and ſmart ; 

Well knowing that my ſoul would be 

So cold, ſo negligent of thee ? 


* 


The cauſe was love—T fink with ſhame 
Before my ſacred ]eſu's name, | 
That thou ſhouldſt bleed and laughter'd be = 


Becauſe—becaulſe thou lovedſt me! : 


CCXV. Everlaſting Love. 8. 
New I have found the bleſſed ground 


Where my ſoul's anchor may remain ; 
The Lamb of God, who for my ſin 
Was from the world's foundation flain : 
Whoſe mercy ſhall unſhaken ſtay, 
When heav'n and earth are fled away. 
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O love, thou bottomleſs abyſs! 

My fins are ſwallow'd up in thee : 
Cover'd is my unrighteouſneſs, 

From condemnation now I'm free; 
While Jeſu's blood, through earth and ſkies, 
Mercy, free boundleſs mercy ! cries. 


With faith I plunge me in this ſea; 
Here is my hope, my joy, my reſt! 
Hither, when hell aſſails, I flee, 
And look unto my Savior's breaſt : 
Away, ſad doubt, and anxious fear, 
Mercy is only written there! | 


Tho” waves and ſtorms go o'er my head, 
Tho' ſtrength and health and friends be gone ; 
Tho' joys be wither'd all, and dead, 
Tho' ev'ry comfort be withdrawn; 
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Stedfaſt on this my ſoul relies, 
Father, thy mercy never dies. 


Fix'd on this ground will I remain, 
Tho' my heart fail, and fleſh decay ; 
This anchor ſhall my ſoul ſuſtain, 
Whenearth's foundations melt away ; 
Mercy's full power I then ſhall prove, 
Lov'd with an everlaſting love ! 


CCXVI. Diſmiſſion. 8. 7. 4. 


ORD, diſmiſs us with thy bleſſing; 
Fill our hearts with joy and peace! 
Let us each, thy love poſſeſſing, 
Triumph in redeeming grace: 
O refreſh us, i 
Trav'ling through this wilderneſs. 
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Thanks we give, and adoration, 
For thy Goſpel's joyful ſound : 
May the fruits of thy ſalvation 
In our hearts and lives abound! 
May thy preſence 
With us evermore be found ! 


So, whene'er the ſignal's given 
Us from earth to call away, 
Borne on angel's wings to heaven, 
Glad the ſummons to obey, 
We ſhall ſurely 
Reign with Chriſt in endleſs day. 


CCXVII. Looking to Jeſus crucified. L. M. 


] ADEN. with guilt, ſinners, ariſe, 8 

And view he bleeding ſacrifice ; ; , 
Each purple drop proclaims there's room, 
And bids the poor and come. 
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Beneath his people's crimes he ſtood ; 
Sign'd their acquittances in blood ; 
Herein God's juſtice is appeas'd ; 
Sinners, look up and be releas'd. 
Mercy, truth, peace, and righteouſneſs 
Beam from the Reconciler's face; 

Here look, till love diſſolve your heart, 
And bid your ſlaviſh fears depart. 


Oh quit the world's deluſive charms, 
And quickly fly to Jeſu's arms: 
Wreſtle until ycur God is known, 
Till you can call the Lord your own. 
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He ! ev'ry one that thirſts, draw nigh 
(Tis God invites the fallen race) 

Mercy and free ſalvation buy ; 

Buy wine, and milk, and goſpel grace. 


CC XVIII. Invitation to Chriſt. L. M. 
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Come to the living waters, come; 
Sinners, obey your Maker's voice; 

Return, ye weary wand'rers, home, 
And in redeeming love rejoice. 


See, from the rock, a fountain riſe! 
For you in healing ſtreams it rolls: 
Money ye need not bring, nor price, 


Yelab'ring, burden'd, ſin- ſick ſouls, 


Nothing ye in exchange ſhall give; 
Leave all you have, and are, behind; 

Frankly the gift of God receive; 
Pardon and peace in Jeſus find. 


CCXIX. Looking to Feſus. 104. 


HO glorious the Lamb 
Is ſeen on his throne! 
His labors are o'er, 

His battles are won : 
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A kingdom is giv'n 
Into the Lamb's hand ; 
His children in heav'n 
For ever ſhall ſtand. 


Then, ſinners below, 
Oh truſt in the Lord: 
Look up to his arm, 
His honor, his word : 
Athirſt for his favor, 
His Godhead adore ; 
Look up to your Savior, 
And joy evermore. 


ccxx. Public Worſhip. 7. 


| we come before thee now, 
At thy feet we humbly bow ; 


Oh do ae our ſuit diſdain ! 


Shall we ſeek thee, Lord, in vain ? 


HYMN CCXX, 333 , 


Lord, on thee our ſouls depend, 
In compaſſion now deſcend ; 

Fill our hearts with thy rich grace, 
Tune our lips to ſing thy praiſe. 


In thine own appointed way 

Now we ſeek thee, here we ſtay; 
Lord, from hence we would not go, 
Till a bleſſing thou beſtow ; 

Send {ome meſſage from thy word, 
That may joy and peace afford : 
Let thy Spirit now impart 

Full ſalvation to each heart. 


Comfort thoſe that weep and mourn ; 
Let the time of joy return ; 

Thoſe who are caſt down lift up, 
Make them ſtrong in faith and hope. 


334 
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Grant that thoſe who ſeek, may find 
Thee a God divinely kind ; 

Heal the ſick, the captive free; 

Let us all rejoice in thee. 


CCXXI. The Sinner's only Hope. 7. 7. 6. 


HOM have I in heav'n but thee 
That can thy creature bleſs ? 

What were all the earth to me, 

If ſtranger to thy peace? 
All is vanity but Chriſt, 

Pain, and darkneſs, and deſpair, 
Rankling in a ſinner's breaſt, 

Till chou art preſent there. 


If my Lord his love reveal, 

No other bliſs I want; 
He my ev'ry wound can heal, 
And ſilence each complaint: 
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He that ſuffer'd in my ſtead 
Muſt the great Phyſician be : 
I cannot be comforted, 
Till comforted by thee, 


Thee, thou know'ſt, I wiſh to love, 
For which thy name I bleſs ; 
Pour thy Spirit from above 
Upon my waiting fleece! 
Gentle as deſcending dew, 
Welcome as reviving ſhow rs; 
Let him my election ſhew, 
And guild my gloomy hours. 


Yet if ſo thou ſee-eſt fit, 
Tis beſt for me to mourn ; 

Still my hold I cannot quit, 

Nor from my refuge turn ; 
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This, thro' grace, my ſong ſhall be, 
As I to thy kingdom go; 

Whom have I in heav'n, but thee, 
And whom but thee below ? 


CCXXII. Unbounded Mercy. 8. ( 
O Thou whoſe mercy knows no bound 
(Elſe hadſt thou ne'er redeem'd thy foe) B 
Whole love's a fathomleſs profound, 
Which known, we wiſh ftill more to know; T 
That mercy, Lord, that love reveal, 
And let thy Spirit ſtamp thy ſeal. S 7 
From wav'ring doubts, from chilling fear, g 


Save us, thou God of truth and light! 
Thy word is ſure, Oh bring it near, 

Nor let us mourn in endleſs night ! 
Let the day dawn, the day- ſtar riſe, 
And pour all beav'n upon our eyes. 
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Far off thy croſs we dimly view, 
Nor know our int'reſts in thy blood; 
\Whilſt thus our hearts thy grace purſue, 
Oh let us feel the preſent God. 
Come, come like lightning from the eaſt, 
Warm, animate each drooping hreaſt. 


Behold, like wax before the fire, 
Our melting hearts diſſolve with grief; 
To thee, O Lord, is our deſire ; 
From thee alone we hope relief. 
Thy mercy and thy love reveal, 
And let thy Spirit ſtamp the ſeal. 


CCXXIII. Boundleſs Love. L. M. 


OW ſhall I ſpeak my Savior's worth, 
Or tell the love he bears to me? 
Shall I begin to ſing his birth, 
And follow him to Calyary ? | Y 
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Yes, this I'll tell my brethren dear, 
And call them to receive his grace ; 

For now his righteouſneſs is near, 
And free for all who ſcek his face. 


His tender arms are open ſtill, 
Returning ſinners to receive; 
Steady his mind, and fix'd his will, 
To lave whoever ſhall believe, 


Ye pris'ners, to the refuge fly, 
His wound's a covert from the ſtorm ; 
Why ſhould you languiſh here and die, 
When ſav'd you may be from all harm? 


He waits with pardon in his hand, 

And longs that you the ſame might ſhare ; 
Come, ſinners, at his mild command; 

His name forbids your hearts to fear. 
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God iLove. 


FOND: thine image thou haſt lent me 
In thy never-fading love ; 
When I fall yet thou haſt ſent me 
Full redemption from above : 
Sacred love! I long to be 
Thane to all eternity. 


Love! to bliſs thou haſt ordained 
Me, e'er I began to be; 

God of love! thou'ſt not diſdained 
To become a man like me. 

Love almighty and divine ! 

I would be forever thine. 


Love! who haſt for me endured 
All the pains of death and hell ; 
Love! whole ſuff rings have procured 
More for me than tongue can tell ; 
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Sacred love! I long to be 
Thine to all eternity. 


Love! my life and my ſalvation, 
Light and truth, eternal word 
Thou alone doſt confolarion 
To my ſinking foul afford: 
Love almighty nd divine! 
I would be forever thine. 


To thy bleſſed yoke thou'rt tying 
Me with cords of grace and love ; 

While my heart is ever 2 
May I true and faithful prove 

Sacred love! I long to be 

Thine to all eternity. 


Love! who wilt for ever love me, 
Interceſſor for my foul ! 


I lee 
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Who ſuſtain'ſt me, light or heavy, 
On the prieſtly breaſt and roll; 
Love almighty and divine! 

I would be forever thine, 


Love! who wilt hereafter raiſe me 
From the grave, a bed of duſt ; 

Love! whole final zeal arrays me 

With a garment *mong the ult : 

Sacred love! I long to be 

Thine to all eternity. 


CCXXV. Panling after God, 8. 


HOU hidden love of God, whoſe height, 
Whoſe depth unfathom'd, no man knows, 
| ſee from far thy beauteous light, 
Inly I ſigh for thy repoſe : 


- 
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My heart is pain'd, nor can it be 
At reſt, till it find reſt in thee. 


Is there a thing beneath the ſun, 

That ſtrives with thee my heart to ſhare, 
O take it thence, and reign alone 

The Lord of ev'ry motion there: 
Then ſhall my heart from earth be free, 
When it has found repoſe in thee, 


Oh hide this ſelf from me, that 1 
No more, but Chriſt, in me may live! 
My vile affections crucify, 


Nor let one darling luſt ſurvive: 1 
In all things nothing may I ſee, 

Nothing defire, or ſeck, but thee ! Fre 
O love! thy ſov'reign aid impart An 


To ſave me from low-thoughted care, 
Chaſe this ſelf-will through all my heart, 
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Through all its latent mazes there: 
Make me thy duteous child, that I 
Ceaſeleſs may Abba, Father, cry. 


Each moment draw from earth away 
My heart, that lowly waits thy call; 
Speak to my inmoſt ſoul and ſay, 
I am thy love, thy God, thy all! 
To feel thy pow'r, to hear thy voice, 
To taſte thy love, be all my choice, 


CCXXVI. The Triumpli of Faith. 11. 


HE God of ſalvation, Jehovah by name, 
Who yeſterday, now, and for ever's the ſame, 
From guilt and from hell me a ſinner hath ſav'd, 
And death of its ſting hath my Jeſus bereav'd. 


Y 4 


344 H Y M N CCXXVI. 


Thy name and thy conqueſts no longer I fear, 
Thy might and pale aſpett ev'n lovely appear ; 
Depriv'd of thy power, with all thy ſad train, 
My Jeſus is King, and for ever mult reign, 


His blood is my ranſom, the captive is his, 
Redeem'd from my bondage to enter on bliſs: 
A ſon through my birth, by adoption an heir, 
The kingdom of glory with Jelus to ſhare. 


0 
— 
Las ; C 
His Spirit, as witneſs, as carneſt, and ſeal 
Of all theſe rich bleſſings, I inwardly feel ; T 
His whiſpers divine do my freedom proclaim, C 
And open an union with God and the Lamb. 


An union whoſe bonds are both ſtedfaſt and ſure, 
In which I, thro' grace can live happy and poor; Cl 
The Bridegroom's embraces with rapture I know, 


And. all thro'the blood which from Jeſus did flow. 
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What tho” I'm ſo helpleſs, I know he'll ſupply 
My weakneſs with grace, and I on him rely; 
And I ſhall be happy the Lord to adore, 

To praiſe him now, henceforth, and for evermore. 


CC XXVII. Invitation to Chrift, 8. 


WEET as the ſhepherd's tuneful reed, 
From Sion's Mount I heard the found : 
Gay ſprang the flow'rets of the mead, 
And gladden'd nature ſmil'd around. 
The voice of peace ſalutes mine ear! 
Chriſt's lovely voice perfumes the air. 


Peace, troubled foul, whoſe plaintive moan 


re, 1 Hath taught theſe rocks the note of woe: 
or; Ceaſe thy complaint, ſuppreſs thy groan, 
now, And let thy tears forget to flow. 
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36, the precious balm 1s found, 
Which lulls thy pain, which heals thy wound, 


Come, freely come, by ſin oppreſt, 
Unburthen here the weighty load; 
Here find thy refuge and thy reſt, 
Safe in the boſom of thy God. 
Thy God's thy Savior, glorious word! 
That ſheaths th' av enger's glitt'ring ſword, 


As ſpring the winter, day the night, 

Peace ſorrow's gloom ſhall chaſe away; 
And ſmiling joy, a ſeraph bright, 

Shall tend thy ſteps and near thec ſtay ; 
Whilſt glory weaves th' immortal crown, 
And waits to claim thee for her own. 


CCXXVIII. The Sovereignty of Chriſt. 8. 7. | 
ESUS, whoſe almighty ſcepter 
Rules creation all around, 


nd, 
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In whoſe bowels love and mercy, 
Grace and pity full are found; 

In my ſpirit rule and conquer, 
There ſet up thy endleſs throne; 

Win my heart from ev'ry creature, 
Thee to love, and thee alone. 


In thy ſtrength I'd only conquer, 
In thy righteouſneſs confide ! 
Wiſe and fimple i in thy wiſdom, 
Strong and dauntleſs by thy lide ; 
In thy bleeding wounds moſt happy, : 
Nought will do for wretched me, 
But a Savior full of mercy, 
Dying, innocent, and free. 


Climb, my ſoul unto the mountain, 
Ever bleſſed Calvary. 
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Sec the wounded victim bleeding, 
Nail'd to the accurſed tree : 
Love to miſerable ſinners, 
Love unfathom'd, love to death, 
Was the only end and motive, 
To reſign his gracious breath. 


CCXXIX. Thankſgiving. 104. 


E ſervants of God, your maſter proclaim, 
And publiſh abroad his wonderful name ; 
The name all victorious of Jeſus extol ; 
His kingdom is glorious, and rules over all. 


God ruleth on high, almighty to fave ; 

And ſtill he is nigh, his preſence we have: 
The great congregation his triumph ſhall ſang, 
Aſcribing ſalvation to Jeſus our King. 
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Salvation to God, who fits on the throne, 

Let all cry aloud, and honor the Son : 

Our Jeſus's praiſes the angels proclaim, | 

Fall down on their faces, and worſhip the Lamb. 


Then let us adore, and give him his right; 
All glory and pow'r, and wiſdom and might; 
All honor and bleſſing, with angels above, 
and thanks never ceaſing for infinite love. 


CC XXX. Lamentation. C. M. 
| AU. H OR of true and ſaving faith, 


That grace to me impart; 
Grant me an int'reſt in thy death, 
A new believing heart. 


Diſmiſs my griefs, my ſorrows end, 
My reas'ning's voice controul ; 
Approve thyſelf the ſinner's Friend, 

And bleſs my helpleſs ſoul. 
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Long have I ſought thy peace to find, St 
But all my ſearch was vain ; 
For unbelief ſtill vail'd my mind, A1 


And dwelling, gnaw'd within. 


At times thy word's attractive beams 
Hath drawn my ſoul above; 

Diffuſing through my heart the ſtreams 
Of everlaſting love. 


Sometimes I've had a little taſte, 

And thought thy coming nigh ; 

But ah! the bleſſing did not laſt, 
The viſitant paſs'd by. 


And muſt I ever mourning go, 
A ſtranger to thy love? 

Shall I be join'd with ſaints below, 
And not with ſaints above ? 
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Shall I beneath thy Goſpel ſtay, 
And hear the call of grace, 
And at the awful judgment day 
Be baniſh'd from thy face? 
Oh! may I feel a glimm'ring hope, 
F'er long thou wilt me bleſs, 
And at the laſt wilt raiſe me up 
A kingdom to poſſeſs. 
CCX XXI. Faith in Exerciſe. S. M. 
Y Savior, thou didſt ſhed 


Thy precious blood for me ; 
Oh dwell within my worthleſs heart, 
And let me hve to thee. 


Thou calleſt me, O Lord, 
To come to thee and hve ; 

I therefore come with all my fins, 
I know thou canſt forgive. 
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My Lord and Savior dear! 
I long to ſee thy face; 7 
To know thee more and more by faith, 


And daily grow in grace. 


And when this life is o'er, 
Oh may I dwell with thee, 

Still worſhiping the bleſſed Lamb, 
Who liv'd and died for me. 


CCXXXII. Redempiion. 8. 8. 6. 


PRIDE of the Lamb, up to the ſkies 
Let daily praiſe like incenſe riſe, 


To join with theirs above, 
Worthy is he, that once was ſlain, 
A race of rebels to regain, 

To have our choiceſt love. 
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Into this ark, with great amaze, 

The winged feraphs wond'ring gaze, 
Redeeming love to trace: 

Should mortals, who in part have found 

Redemption through the Savior's wounds, 

Refuſe to ſhout free grace? 


Cry then to your Redeemer dear, 
He loves his people's voice to hear, 
They are his joy and crown; 
Ere long we him in clouds ſhall ſee, 
Clothed in pomp and majeſty, 
His ranfom'd flock to own. 


Shower down thy grace, O Jeſus, now: 
Through ev'ry veſſel let it flow, 
Each ſickening plant to cheer ; 


Z 
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Unſhaken, waiting thy command, 
And love thy voice to hear. 


Freedom to ev'ry ſoul proclaim ; 
In ev'ry heart, O Jeſus, reign, 
And ſet the priſoners free : 
Now, Lord, relieve each- burden'd mind, 
And give us all with joy to * | 
Eternal life in thee. . 


CCXXXIII. Before Sermon. 8. 8. 6. 


O Jeſus, now we humbly pray, 
Be gracious to thy church to-day, 
Thy ſaving health impart: _ + 
The dew of heav'n on us diſtil, 
With love each empty veſſel fil, 
And cheer the e heart, 
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Cut every cord that binds us here, 
Us from our every hind'rance tear, 
Give each a ſingle heart; 
Give grace to tread down ſelf and fin, 
Give grace eternal life to win, 
Ere we from hence depart. 


COCXXXIV. Thankſgiving for redeeming 
Love. 104. 


UR Shepherd alone, 
The Lord let us bleſs, 
Who reigns on the throne, 
The prince of our peace ; 
Who evermore ſaves us 
By ſhedding his blood ; 
All hail, holy Jeſus, 
Our Lord and our God, 
2 2 
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We daily will ſing 
Thy glory, thy praiſe, 
Thou merciful ſpring 
Of pity and grace; 
Thy kindneſs forever 
To men we will tell; 
And ſay, our dear Savior 
Redeems us from hell. 


Preſerve us in love, 

While here we . 
Nor ever remove, 

Nor cover, nor. hide 


Thy g lorious falvation, 
Til joyful we ſee 
The beautiful viſion | Do 
Completed in thee, a 


HY MN CCXXXV. 357 


Aſpiring after Chriſt. S. M. 
Patient, ſpotleſs Lamb, 
My heart in patience keep, 
To bear the croſs ſo eaſy made, 
By wounding thee ſo deep. 


Bring me, my Shepherd, where 
Thy choiceſt flocks abide; 

From wand'ring ſave my fooliſh heart, 
And keep me near thy ſide. 


My Friend, thou haſt enough 
My miſery to relieve ; 

Tho' ſin and guilt opprefs me ſore, 
The balm is thine to give. 


Do thou, my Lord, unite 

My heart fo firm to thee, 
That ev'ry where, and at all times, | 
Thy love my all may be. 2 3 
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God's Preſence delightful. 10. 


5 Deareſt Savior, pleaſe to look on me, 

And draw my heart with cords of love to 
thee ; 

O ſave me from this world's enſnaring bait, 

And grant that I may humbly on thee wait, 


Thou know'ſt how apt I am, O Lord, to change, 
How oft my thoughts on worldly objefts range; 
Keep them, dear Jeſus, keep them conſtantly, 
Steady, unſhaken, ever fix'd on thee, 


Sometimes I taſte of thy refreſhing grace, 

And then for other things there is no place; 
My heart doth ſweetly flow with love to thee, 
I prove the grace for every comer free. Here l, 
And 


Oh that I were but always in this frame ; 
How could I love and praiſe my Savior's name! 
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Thus, thus, O Jeſus, let it ever be; 
Then will I ling thy praiſe eternally. 


COXXXVI: Chrift bore our Griefs. 8. 8. 6. 


THINK now, dear Jeſus, on the pain, 

The toll and {mart thou didſt ſuſtain 

| To ranſom my poor heart; 

Kindly, dear Lamb, return and come, 

And make my heart thy conſtant home, 
Nor ever more depart, 


No more let ſable clouds of night 
Arile to intercept my light, 
Or earth my heart detain ; 
By thy dear croſs ſtill let me ſtay, 
Herelet me ſing each happy day, 
And die to hve again. 
Z 4 
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Meditation on God's Love. C. M. 


IN HEN languor and diſeaſe invade 
This trembling houſe of clay, 
'Tis ſweet to look beyond our cage, 
And long to fly away. 


Sweet to look inward and attend 
The whiſpers of his love ; 

Sweet to look upward, to the place 
Where [cſus pleads above. 


Sweet to look back, and fee my name 
In life's fair book ſet down ; 

Sweet to look forward, and behold 
Eternal joys my own. 

Sweet to reſle& how grace divine 
My fins on [Jeſus laid; 

Sweet to remember that his blood 

My debt of ſuff ring paid. 
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Sweet in his righteouſneſs to ſtand, 
W hich ſaves from ſecond death ; 


Sweet to experience, day by day, 
His Spirit's quick'ning breath, 


Sweet on his faithfulneſs to reſt, 
Whoſe love can never end; 

Sweet on his covenant of grace x 
For all things to depend. 


Sweet, in the confidence of faith, 

To truſt his firm decrees ; - 
Sweet to lie paſſive in his hands, 

And know no will but his. 


If ſuch the ſweetneſs of the ſtreams, 
What muſt the fountain be, 

Where ſaints and angels draw their bliſs 

Immediately from thee ! 


302 H Y M N | COXXXIX. 


In Darkneſ* of Soul. 8. 


OME, holy, celeſtial dove, 
And viſit a ſorrowful breaſt, 
My burden of guilt to remove, 
And bring me aſſurance and reſt : 
Thou only haſt power to relieve . 
A ſinner o'erwhelm'd with his load; 
The ſenſe of election to give, 


And ſprinkle his heart with the blood. 


With me if of old thou haſt ſtrove, 
And kindly with-held.me from fin, 

Reſolv'd by the force of thy love, 
My worthleſs affections to win? 

The work of thy mercy revive, 
Invincible mercy exert, | 

And keep my weak graces alive, 
And ſet up thy reſt in my heart, 
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Thy call if I ever have known, | 
And ligh'd from myſelf to get free; 
And groan'd the unſpeakable groan, 
And long'd to be happy in thee : 
Fulfil the imperfect deſire, 
Thy peace to my conſcience reveal ; 
The ſenſe of thy favour inſpire, 
And give me my pardon to feel. 


If when I have put thee to grief, 
And madly to folly return'd, 
Thy goodneſs hath been my relief, 
And lifted me up as I mourn'd : 
Moſt pitiful Spirit of grace, 
Relieve me again and reſtore ; 
My ſpirit in holineſs raiſe, 
To fall, and to grieve thee no more. 


304 HYM N CCXL. 
If now I lament after God, 
And graſp for a drop of thy love; 
If Jeſus hath paid down his blood, 
To clear off my mortgage above: 
Come, heav'nly Comforter, come, 
Sweet witneſs of mercy divine, 
And make me thy permanent home, 
And ſeal me eternally thine. 


CCXL. Goſpel Invitation. C. M. 


Oh what amazing words of grace 
Are in the Goſpel found; 
Suited to every ſinner's caſe, 
Who knows the joyful ſound. 


Poor, ſinful, thirſty, fainting ſouls, 
Are freely welcome here ; 

Salvation like a river rolls, 
Abundant, free, and clear. 
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Come, then, with all your wants and wounds,“ 
Your every burden bring ; 


Here love, unchanging love, abounds; 
A deep celeſtial ſpring. 


* Whoever will,” (Oh gracious word!) 
Shall of this ſtream partake : 

Come, thirſty ſouls, and bleſs the Lord, 
And drink for Jeſu's ſake, 


This ſpring with living water flows, 
And living joy imparts; 

Come, thirſty ſouls, your wants diſcloſe, 
And drink with thankful hearts. 


Millions of ſinners vile as you, 
Have here found life and peace; 
Come, thirſty ſouls, and prove it true. 
And drink, adore, and bleſs. 


Be conſtant praiſe, while here wedwell, 
And nobler ſongs above. 


Comfort of God's Love. 


HE world can neither give nor take, 
Nor can they comprehend, 
That peace of God which Chriſt hath bought, 
That peace which knows no end. 
The burning buſh was not conſum'd, 
Whilſt God remained there ; 
The three when Jeſus made the fourth, 


CCXLI. 


TI 


The drawings of his love, 


Found fire as ſoft as air. 


God's furnace doth in Zion ſtand ; 


But Zion's God fits by, 


As the refiner views his gold, 
With an obſervant eye, 


HYM N CCXLI. 


To him, wi gives our ſouls to feel 
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His thoughts are high, his love is wile, 
His wounds a cure intend; 
And tho' he doth not always ſmile, 
He loves unto the end. 


His love 1s conſtant as the ſun, 
Tho? clouds come oft between; 

And could my faith but pierce theſe clouds, 
It might be always ſeen. 

Yet I ſhall ever, ever ſing, 
And thou forever ſhine; : 

I have thine own dear pledge for this: 
Lord, thou art ever mine. 


CCXLII. Morning. 8. 6. 6. 


RLE. my ſoul, adore thy Maker! 
Angels praiſe; 
. Join the lays, 


With them be partaker. 


HYMN CCXLIL 


Father, Lord of ev'ry ſpirit, 
In thy light, 
Lead me right, 
Through my Savior's merit. 


O my ſeſus, God, Almighty, 
Pray for me, 
Till I fee, 

Thee in Salem's City. 


Holy Ghoſt, divine Inſtructor, 
Guide me ſtill, 
Let thy will 

Be my ſole conduttor. 


Tbon this night waſt my Protector; 
With me ſtay 
All the day, 

Ever my direttor, 
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Holy, holy, holy Giver 
Of all good, 


Life and food, 
Reign ador'd for ever, 


Glory, honor, thanks and bleſſing, 
One in Three, 
G1ve we thee, 

Never, never ceaſing. 


CCXLIII. Evening Hymn. 8. 6. 6. 


EN I ſleep, for every favor 
This day ſhew'd 

By my God, 
I will bleſs my Savior. 


O my Lord, what ſhall I render 
To thy name, 
Still the ſame, 


Gracious, good and tender, 
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Leave me not, but ever love me; 
Let thy peace 
Be my bliſs, 

Till thou hence remove me. 


Viſit me with thy ſalvation ; 
Let thy care 
Still be near, 

Round my habitation. 


Be my rock, my guard, my tower ; 
Safely keep 
While I "4 


Me with all thy power. 


Save, Oh fave me from the hidings 
of thy face ; 
Let thy grace 


Cancel my backſlidings. 
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So, whene'er in death I ſlumber, 
I ſhall riſe 
With the wiſe, 


Counted in their number, 


Father, Son, and Holy Spirit, 
Let me know 
Thee below, 

Thee above inherit. 


CCXLIV. Safety of God's People 6. 7.8. 


G. omnipreſent God, 
Our ſtrength and refuge ſtands; 

Mighty to ſupport our load, 

And bear us in his hands: 
Readieſt when we need him moſt, 

When to him diſtreſs'd we cry ; 
All who on his mercy truſt, 
Shall find deliverance nigh, Aa 2 
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God moſt merciful, moſt high, 
Doth in his Sion dwell ; 
Kept by him, her tow'rs defy 
The ſtrength of earth and hell : 
Built on her o'erſhadowing rock, 
Who ſhall her foundation move? 
Who her great Defender ſhock, 
Th' almighty God of love? 


All that on this rock are ſtay'd 
The world aſſaults in vain ; 
Ever preſent with his aid, 
He ſhall his own ſuſtain : 
Guardian of the cholen race, 
Jeſus doth his church defend ; 
Saves them by his timely grace, 
And ſaves them to the end, 
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For his people in diſtreſs 
The God of Jacob ſtands; 

Bears us, till our troubles ceaſe, WIN 
In his almighty hands ; 45 

He for us his pow'r hath ſhewn, 
He doth {till our refuge prove ; 

Jacob's God ſtill loves his own, 
And will forever love. 


CCXLV. Opening a Place of public Worſhip. L. M. 


ESUS, where'er thy people meet, 
There they behold thy mercy-ſeat; 
Where'ere they ſeek thee thou art found, 
And ev'ry place is hallow'd ground. 


For thou within no walls confin'd, 
Inhabiteſt the humble mind : 

Such ever bring thee, where they come; 
And going, take thee to their home, Aa g 
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Dear Shepherd of thy choſen few, 


Thy former mercies here renew ; 
Here to our walting hearts, proclaim 
The ſweetneſs of thy ſaving name. 


Here may we prove the pow'r of pray'r, 

To ſtrengthen faith, and ſweeten care; 
* To teach our faint deſires to riſe, 

And bring all heav'n before our eyes. 


Behold! at thy commanding word, 
Let Sion ſtretch her cords abroad; 
Come then, and fill that wider ſpace, 
And bleſs us with a large increaſe. 


Lord, we are few, but thou art near; 
Nor ſhort thine arm, nor deaf thine ear ; 
Oh rend the heav'ns, come quickly down, 
And make a thouſand hearts thine own! 
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Faith, L. M. 


En ARK'D upon a ſtormy ſea, 
Jeſus, aid 6 we call for thee ; 

Say 1 the raging waves, Be ſtill, 

And ſhew that they obey thy will, 


Now we are ſinking to the deep, 
Tho Jeſus ſeems to be aſleep ; 

He wants but to be call'd to come, 
And bear us to our deſtin'd home. 


To pray by faith is Gilead's balm, 
For ſo the Lord can make it calm; 
The winds and waves obey his word. 


And ſhew that he's the ſov'reign Lord. 


CCXLVII. Elyah fed by Ravens. 8. 


LIIAEH's example declares, 
Whatever diſtreſs may betide, 
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The unte may commit all their cares | 
To him who will ſurely provide : Th 
When rain long with-held from the earth 1 
Occaſion'd a famine of bread, If ( 
The Prophet, ſecure from the dearth, ; 
By ravens was conſtantly fed. Th 
More likely to rob than to feed, \ 
Were ravens who live upon prey ; Col 
But when the Lord's people have need, / 
His goodnels will find out a way: Go 
This inſtance to thoſe may ſeem ſtrange, I 
Who know not how faith can prevail; Thi 
But ſooner all nature ſhall change, 1 
Than one of God's promiſes fail. ba 

0 

Nor is it a ſingular caſe, \ 
The wonder is often renew'd ; He 


And many can ſay to his praiſe, 1 
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He ſends them by ravens their food ; 
Thus worldings, tho' ravens indeed, 

Tho? greedy and ſelfiſh their mind, 
If God has a ſervant to feed, 

Againſt their own wills can be kind, 


Thus Satan, that raven unclean, 
Who croaks in the ears of the ſaints, 

Compell'd by a power unſeen, 
Adminiſters oft to their wants: 

God teaches them how to find food 
From all the temptations they feel ; 

This raven, who thirſts for my blood, 
Has help'd me to many a meal. 


How ſafe and how happy are they 
Who on the good Shepherd rely ; 
He gives them out ſtrength for their day, 


Their wants he will ſurely ſupply ; - 
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He ravens and lions can tame, 

All creatures obey his command; 
Then let me rejoice in his name, 
And leave all my cares in his hand. 


ccxLVIII. A fick Soul. C. M. 


HYSICIAN of my fin-fick ſoul, 
To thee I bring my caſe ; 
My raging malady controul, 
And heal me by thy grace. 


Pity the anguiſh I endure, 
See how I mourn and pine; 

For never can I hope a cure, 
From any hand but thine. 


I would diſcloſe my whole complaint, 
But where ſhall I begin? 

No words of mine can fully paint, 
That worſt diſtemper, fin. 


HYMN COXLIS. 


Lord, I am fick, regard my cry, 
And ſet my ſpirit free ; 

Say, canſt thou let a finner die, 
Who longs to love like me? 


—— — 


CCXLIX. Sacrament, 8. 


NCOURAGC'D by the words of grace, 
We meet thee at thy thy table, Lord; 
Oh let us ſee thy ſmiling face, 
And one reviving look afford: 
To us the bread of life be giv'n, 
The bread which cometh down from heav'n, 


We are unworthy, we confeſs, 

One crumb of children's bread to taſte ; 
But clothed in thy righteouſneſs 

We humbly venture to the feaſt, 
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Amidſt thy ſaints, dear Lord appear, 
And manifeſt thy preſence here. 


With heav'nly food our ſouls refreſh, 


To us be known in breaking bread : 


Taſting the ſymbol of thy fleſh, 

May we on purchas'd mercy feed : 
Remind us how thy precious blood 
Was ſhed to ſeal our peace with God. 


CCL. Sacrament. S. M. 


ESUS invites his ſaints 
To meet around his board : 
Here pardon'd rebels fit and hold 
Communion with their Lord, 


For food he gives his fleſh ; 
| He bids us drink his blood; 
Amazing favor! matchleſs grace! 
Of our redeeming God. 
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Let all our pow'rs be join'd 
His glorious name to raiſe ; 
Pleaſure and love fill every mind, 
And every voice be praiſe. 


CCLI. Sacrament. L. M. 


ITY a helpleſs ſinner, Lord, 
Who would believe thy gracious word ; 
But own my heart, with ſhame and grief, 
A ſink of fin and unbelief. 


Lord, in thy houſe I read there's room, 
And vent'ring hard, behold I come; 
But can there, tell me, can there be, 
Amonglt thy children room for me ? 


TI eat the bread, and drink the wine, 
But Oh! my foul wants more than fign ; 
I faint, unleſs I feed on thee, 


And drink thy blood as ſhed for me; 
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For ſinners, Lord, thou cam'ſt to bleed; S| 
And I'm a finner vile indeed! | 

Lord, I believe thy grace is free: | O 
Oh, magnify it now in me. 1 


CCLII. Sacrament. 7. 


EARTS of ſtone, relent, relent, 
Break, by Jeſu's croſs ſubdu'd ! 
See his body -mangled, rent, 
Cover'd with a gore of blood ; 
Sinful ſoul, what haſt thou done ! 
Murder'd God's eternal Son! 


Yes, our fins have done the deed, Gi 
Drove the nails that fix d bim here; | 
Crown'd with tharns his ſacred head, Fil 
Pierc'd him with a ſoldier's ſpear ; 


Made his ſoul a ſacrifice, 


For a ſinſul world he dies! 


ere 
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Shall I let him die in vain ? 
Still to death purſue my God ? 
Open tear his wounds again, 
Trample on his precious blood? 


No; with all my fin Il part; 
Jeſu's love hath broke my heart. 


CCLIII.. Sacrament. 7. 6. 


ESUS, Maſter of the feaſt, 
The feaſt itfelf thou art ; 

Now receive the meaneſt gueſt, 

And comfort ev'ry heart! 
Give us living bread to eat, 

Manna that from heav'n comes down, 
Fill us with immortal meat, 

And make thy nature known! 
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In this barren wilderneſs 

Thou haſt a table ſpread, 
Furniſh'd out with richeſt grace, 

Whate'er our ſouls can need. 
Still ſuſtain us by thy love, 

Still thy ſervants ſtrength repair, 
Till we reach the courts above, 
And feaſt for ever there. 


CCLIV. Sacrament. C. M. 


HAT doleful night before his death, 7; 
The Lamb for ſinners ſlain, - 

Did almoſt with his lateſt breath 1 
O 
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This {ſolemn feaſt ordain. 

To keep thy feaſt, Lord, are we met, 
And to remember thee ; 

Help each poor trembler to repeat, 
For me, he died for me ! 
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Thy ſuff*rings, Lord, each ſacred ſign 
To our remembrance brings: 


We eat the bread, and drink the wine, 


But think on nobler things. 


Oh tune our tongues, and ſet in frame 
Each heart that pants to thee, 

To ſing hoſanna to the Lamb, 
The Lamb that died ſor me. 


CCLV. Sacrament. C. XI. 


HIS 1s the feaſt of heav'nly wine, 
And God invites to ſup ; 
The juices of the Living Vine 
Were preſs' d, to fill the cup. 
Oh, bleſs the Savior, ye that cat, 
With royal dainties fed; 
Not heav'n affords a coſtlier treat, 
For Jeſus is the bread ! 
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The vile, the loſt, he calls to them, 
Ye trembling ſouls appear! 


The righteous in their own eſteem 
Have no acceptance here, 


Approach, ye poor, nor dare refuſe 
The banquet ſpread for you; 

Dear Savior, this is welcome news, 
Then I may venture too. | 


If guilt and fin afford a plea, 
And may obtain a place ; 
Surely the Lord will welcome me, 
And I fhall ſee his face. 
CCLVI. Sacrament, L.M. 
*T*WAS on that dark, that doleful night, 
When pow'rs of earth and hell aroſe 


Againſt the Son of God's delight, 
And friends betray'd him to his foes ; 
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Before the mournful ſcene began, 

He took the bread, and bleſs d, and brake: 
What love chro' all bis ations ran! 

What wond'rous words of grace he ſpake ! 


“This is my body broke for ſin, 
„Receive and eat the living food.:”? 

Then took the cup and bleſs'd the wine: 
« *Tis the new coy'nant in my blood.“ 


e Do this,“ he cried, © Till time ſhall end, 
« In mem'ry of your dying Friend; 

« Meet at my table, and record . 

The love of your departed Lord.” 


Jeſus, thy feaſt we celebrate, 


We ſhew thy death, we fin 72 name, 
Till thou 1 and we 


The marriage · ſupper a the Lamb. 
4 Bb 2 Axe 
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Sacrament." 7. 6. (Of 
AITHFUL Bridegroom, h Fa, 
By thy church beloved; 


[Manifeſt thy ſweeteſt name, 
To each heart approved. 


Crown this ordinance of fine 
With a ſolemn bleffing;' _ * 

Let our feaſt be all divine, $0 WE 
Each thyſelf poſſeſſing. 


Cauſe that bleeding ſacrifice, * | 
. Once for ſinners given, ] 
= To appear before our eyes, | 
| Earneſt of our heaven. % 2115! 
- We partake the bread and wine, | | 
Seals of our profeſſion; * fe | 

Of che inward grace the-fign, * 2 * | 
Symbols of thy:paſlion.  » _ 
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We commemorate thy death 
While we are receiving, 

Feeding in our hearts by faith, 
With unfeign'd thankſgiving. F 


CCLVIII. Sacrament. L. M. 
COM. ſinners to the goſpel feaſt, 


ſeſus invites you for-his gueſt :' 
Oh te the goodneſs of your God, 
And eat his fleſh and drink his blood! 


See him ſet forth before your eyes, 
Behold the bleeding Sacrifice! 

His ofter'd love make haſte, embrace, 
And freely now be ſav*d by: grace. 


Ye, who believe his record true; 

Shall [up with him and he with you ;, 

Come to the feaſt, be lav'd from ſin, 
*® For [cſus waits to take you in. 
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Sacrament. C. M. 
( JOME, Holy Ghoſt, ſet to thy ſeal, x - 


Thine imeard witneſs give; 
And to my inmoſt ſoul reveal 


The death by which I hve. 


I want the dear Redeemer's grace, | | 
I ſeek the crucified; 
The man that ſuffer'd in my place, 1 
The God that groan'd and died. y 
Spettator of the pangs divine, N 
Ob that I now may be! 
Diſcerning in the ſacred fign 
His paſſion on the tree. 


Give me to underſtand that ſound 
Which told his mortal pain, 

Tore up the graves, and rent the ground, 
And Lan the vooks in twain, 
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Repeat my dying Savior's cry 
Unto my heart ſo loud, 
That my whole foul may now reply, 
This is the Son of God.” 
CCLX. Sacrament. C. M. 
OME, Holy Ghoſt, thine influence ſhed, 
And realize the ſign: 
Thy life infuſe into the bread, 
Thy pow'r into the wine. 
Effectual let the tokens prove, 
And made by heav'nly art, 
Fit channels ta convey thy love 
To each believing heart. 
CCLXI. Sacrament. C. M. 
THIS was compaſſion like a God, 
That when the Savior knew 
The price of pardon was his blood. 
His pity ne'er withdrew ! Bb 4 
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He ſunk beneath our heavy woes, 
To raiſe us to his throne ; w. 


There's not a gift his hand beſtows, 
But coſt his heart a groan. 


Nov tho' he reigns exalted high, 
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His love is ſtill as great: The 
Well he remembers Caly ary, 4 [ 
Nor will his ſaints forget. Dea 
Here we receive repeated ſeals 4 L 
Of Jclu's dying love: Lo 
Hard is the wretch that never feels ; [ 
One loft affethon move. | _ 
Here let our hearts begin to melt, WI 
While we his death record; r 
And with our joy for pardon' d guilt, Wh 


Mourn that we pierc'd the Lord. 


— 
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Sacrament. L. M. 
WI. AT heav' Why man, or lovely God, 


Comes marching downwards from the ſkies, 
Axray'd in garments roll'd in blood, 
With joy and pity in his eyes? 


The Lord! the Savior! yes, 'tis he, 
I know him by the ſmiles he wears; 
Dear glorious man that died for me, 
Drench'd deep in agonies and tears. 


Lo! he reveals his ſhining breaſt, 
I own thoſe wounds, and I adore; 
Lo! he prepares a royal feaſt, 
Sweet fruit of the ſharp pangs he bore ! 
Whence flow theſe favors ſo divine! 
Lord! why ſo laviſh of thy blood? 
Why for ſuch earthly fouls as mine 
Thus heav*nly fleſh, this ſacred food? 
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Twas his own love that made him bleed, 
That nail'd him to the curſed tree; 


Tas his own love this table ſpread 
For ſuch unworthy worms as we. 


Then let us taſte the Savior's love, 
Come, faith, and feed upon the Lord: 
With glad conſent our lips ſhall move, 
And {weet hoſannas crown the board. 


Funeral. C. M. 
WEE to rejoice in living hope, 
That when my change ſhall come, 


Angels will hover round my bed. 
And waft my ſpirit home. 


Then ſhall my diſimpriſon'd foul 
Behold him and adore ; 
Be with his likeneſs ſatisfied, 


And grieve and ſin no more. 
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Soon too my ſlumb'ring duſt ſhall hear 
The trumpet's quick'ning found, 

And, by my Savior's power rebuilt, 
At his right hand be found. 


Theſe eyes ſhall ſee him in that day, 
The God that died for me; 

And all my riſing bones ſhall ſay, 
Lord, who is like to thee ?: 


If ſuch the views which grace unfolds, 
Weak as it is below; 

What raptures mult the church above 
In jeſu's preſence know! 


O may the unQion of theſe truths 
For ever with me ſtay, 
Till from her ſinful cage diſmis'd, 


My ſpirit flies away. 
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5 Funeral. 8. | 1 
AH. lovely appearance of death; 


No fight upon earth is ſo fair! a 

Not all the gay pageants that breathe \ 

Can with a dead body compare : 
With ſolemn delight I ſurvey ; 

The corpſe when the ſpirit 1 is fled, 
In love with the beautiful clay, | 

And longing to lie in its ſtead. g 1 
How bleſt is our brother. bereft 3 

Of all that could burden his mind, N 
How eaſy the ſoul that has left 

This weariſome body behind, p 
Of evil incapable thou, 

Whoſe relicts with envy I ſee, , I 


No longer in miſery now, 
No longer a ſinner like me. 
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HYMN CCLXIV. 397 1 
This earth is affected no more | 
With ficknels, and ſhaken with pain; 
The war in the members 1s o'er, 
And never ſhalbvex him again; 
No anger henceforward, or ſhame, 
Shall redden this innocent clay; 
Extinct is the animal flame, 
And paſſion is vaniſh'd away. 
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The languiſhing head is at reſt, 

Its thinking and aching are o'er ; 
The quict immoveable breaſt 

Is heav'd by affliction no more: 
The heart is no longer the ſeat 

Of trouble and torturing pain, 
It ceaſes to flutter and beat, 


It never ſhall flutter again. 
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The lids he fo ſeldom could cloſe, 
By ſorrow forbidden to ſleep, 
Seal'd up in eternal repoſe, 
Have ſtrangely forgotten to weep : 
The fountain can yield no ſupplies, 
Theſe hollows from water are free, 


Vo dota * 0 * 


The tears are all wip'd from thele eyes, 1 
And evil they never ſhall ſee. 

CCLXV. Funeral. C. M. , 
WHY do we mourn departing friends, 


Or ſhake at death's alarms? 1 
Tis but the voice that Jeſus ſends 2 
To call them to his arms. 


Are we not tending upwards too, 
As faſt as time can move ? 

Why ſhould we wiſh the hours more ſlow I 
That keep us from our love ?. 


— — — 


H Y M N CCLXVI. 
Why ſhould we tremble to convey 
Their bodies to the tomb ? 


There the dear fleſh of Jeſus lay, 
And left a ſweet perfume ? 


The grave of all his ſaints he bleſt, 
And ſoften'd every bed; 

Where ſhould the dying members reſt, 
But with their dying head ? 


Thence he arole, aſcending high, 
And ſhew'd our feet the way ; 
Up to the Lord our fleſh ſhall fly 


At the great riſing day. 
CCLXVII. Funeral. C. M. 


GREAT God! I'own thy ſentence Juſt, 
| And nature muſt decay! 
I yield my body to the duſt, 

To dwell with fellow clay. 


_ | 
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# * 


Yet faith may triumph o'er the grave, 
And trample on the tombs; 


My jeſus, my Redeemer lives, 


My God, my Savior comes. 


The mighty Conqꝗ' ror ſhall N 
High on a royal ſeat; 

And death, the laſt of all his foes, 
Lie vanquiſh) d at his feet. 


Tho' greedy worms devour my ſkin, 
And gnaw my waſting fleſh ; 

When God ſhall build my bones again, 
He clothes them all afreſh. 


Tow mal I Tee thy loyely face 


ſtrong immortal eyes, 
And feal! upon thy unknown grace 
With cr hy and ſutprize, . * 
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Funeral. C. M. 


Hey happy are the ſouls above, 

From fin and ſorrow free ! 

With Jeſus they are now at reſt, 
And all his glory ſee! 


Worthy the Lamb, aloud they cry, 
That brought us here to God: 

In ceaſeleſs hymns of praiſe they ſhout 
The merit of his blood. 


With wond'ring joy they recollett 
Their fears and dangers paſt ; 

And bleſs the wiſdom, pow'r, and love, 
Which brought them ſafe at laſt. 


They follow the exalted Lamb, 
Where'er they ſee him go; 
And at the footſtool of his grace 
Their blood-bought crowns they throw. Ce 
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Lord, let the merit of thy death 
To me be likewiſe given; 

And I, with them, ſhall ſhout thy rnit 
Through all the courts of heaven. 


- COCEXVEILL Funeral. $S. M. 
4 2 BE IÞ ſpirits of the juſt, 
Confin'd in bodies groan, 


: Till death conſigns the corps to duſt, 
4 And then the conflict's done, 


eſus, who came to ſave, 
The Lamb for ſinners ſlain, 
Perfum'd the chambers of the grave, 
And made ev'n death our gain. 


Why fear we then to truſt 
The place where ]elus lay? 

In quiet reſts our brother's duſt, 

And thus it ſeems to ſay: 
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“ Forbear, my friends, to weep, 
Since death hath loſt its ſting : 

* Thoſe Chriſtians that in Jeſus ſleep, 
„Our God will with him bring. 


CCLXIX. Funeral. C. M. 


AK Eb as from the earth we came, 
And crept to life at firſt, 
We to the earth return again, 
And mingle with our duſt. 


The dear delights we here enjoy 
And fondly call our own, 

Are but ſhort favors borrow'd now, 
To be repaid anon, 


"Tis God that lifts our comforts high, 
Or ſinks them to. the grave, 
He gives, and (bleſſed be his name!) 
He takes but what he gave. OCH 
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Peace all our angry paſſions then, 
Let each rebellious ſigh 

Be filent at his ſov'reign will, 
And ev'ry murmur die. 


If ſmiling mercy crown our lives, 
Its praiſes ſhall be ſpread, 

And we'll adore the juſtice too, 
That ſtrikes our comforts dead, 


_ 


CCLXX. The Spirit of Prayer. C. M. 


QHEPHERD divine, our wants relieve, 
In this our evil day: 
To all thy tempted follow'rs give 
The pow'r to truſt and pray, 


Long as our fiery trials laſt, 
Long as the croſs we bear, 
Oh let our ſouls on thee be caſt 
In never-cealing pray 'r. 
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Come Holy Ghoſt, thy praying grace 
Give us in faith to claim 

To wreſtle, till we ſee thy Kee, 
And know thy hidden 1 name. 


T1ll thou the Father's love impart, 
Till thou thyſelf beſtow, 

Be this the cry of ev'ry heart, 
* I will not let thee go.” 


I will not let thee go, unleſs 
Thou tell thy name to me; 

With all thy great ſalvation bleſs, 
And ſay, © Chriſt died for thee.” 


Thenlet me on the mountain-top 
Behold thy open face, 
Till faith in fight is ſwallow'd up, 


And pray'r in endleſs praiſe. 
Cc 3 
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Pray without ceaſing. L. M. 


PRAY R was appointed to convey 
The bleſſings God deſigns to give: 
Long as they live ſhould Chriſtians pray, 
For only while they pray, they hve. 
The Chriſtian's heart his pray'r indites, 
He ſpcaks as prompted from within! 
The Spirit his petition writes, 
And Chriſt receives, and gives it in. 


And ſhall we in dead ſilence lie, 

When Chriſt ſtands waiting for our pray'r? 
My ſoul, thou haſt a Friend on high, 

Ariſe and try thy int'reſt there, 


If pain afflict, or wrongs oppreſs, 
If cares diſtra, or fears diſmay, 
If guilt deject, if fin diſtreſs, 


The remedy's before thee—pray. 
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HYMN ccLXXII. 407 
Depend on Chriſt, thou canſt not fail; 
Make all thy wants and wiſhes known; 


Fear not his merits muſt prevail; 
Aſk what thou wilt, it ſhall be done. 


CCLXXII. Milſunday. C. M. 
OME, Holy Ghoſt, our hearts inſpire, 
Let us thine influence prove ; 


Source of the old prophetic fire, 
Fountain of lite and love. 


Come, Holy Ghoſt, for mov'd by thee 
Thy prophets wrote and ſpoke ; 

Unlock the truth, (Thyſelf the key !) 
Unſeal the ſacred book: 


Water with heav'nly dew thy word, 
In this appointed hour ; 

Attend it with thy preſence, Lord, 

And bid it come with pow'r ; 
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Open the hearts of them that hear, 
To make the Savior room : 

Now let us find redemption near, 
Let faith by hearing come. 


CCLXXIII. Trinity Sunday. L. M. 


LEST be the Father and his love, 
To whole celeſtial ſource we owe 
Rivers of endleſs joy above, 
And rills of comfort here below. 


Glory to thee, great Son of God! 
Forth from thy wounded body rolls 

A precious ſtream of vital blood, 
Pardon and life for dying ſouls, 


We give the ſacred Spirit praiſe, 
Who in our hearts of {in and woe, 

Makes living ſtreams of grace ariſe, 
And into boundleſs glory flow. 
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Thus God the Father, God the Son, 
And God the Spirit we adore : 


That ſea of life and love unknown, 
Without a bottom or a ſhore. 


CCLXXIV. The Anchor of Hope. C. M. 


N more with trembling heart I try 
A multitude of things; 
Still wiſhing to find out that point 
From whence ſalvation ſprings. 


My anchor's caſt ! caſt on a rock, 
Where I ſhall ever reſt 

From all the labors of my thoughts, 
And workings of my bieaſt. 


What is my anchor? if you aſk, 
A hungry, helpleſs mind, 
Diving with mis'ry from its weight, 
Till firmeſt ground it find. 


1 
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What is my rock? *T1s Jeſus Chriſt, I 
Whom faithleſs eyes paſs o'er ; 
Yet there poor ſinners anchor may, G 


And ne'er be ſhaken more. 
CCLXXV. Salvation in Chriſt, S. M. 


* Lord on high proclaims 
His Godhead from his throne; 
juſtice and mercy are the names 


Whereby I will be known; 
Ke dying ſouls, that fit 
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1 « In darkneſs and diſtreſs, T 
| Look from the borders of the pit 
| © To my recay'ring grace.” II 
| 7 Sinners ſhall héèar the ſound, 

Their thankful tongues ſhall own, H 


Our righteouſneſs and ſtrength are found 
In thee, O Lord, alone. 
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In thee ſhall Iſrael truſt, 
And ſee their guilt forgiv'n; 

God ſhall pronounce the ſinners juſt, 
And take the ſaints to heav'n. 


CCLXXVI. Chriſt's Compaſſion. C. M. 


ITH joy we meditate the grace 
Of our High Prieſt above; 
His heart is made of tenderneſs, 
His bowels melt with love. 


Touch'd with a ſympathy within, 
He knows our feeble frame : 

He knows what fore temptations mean, 
For he has felt the ſame. 


He in the days of feeble fleſh 
Ponr'd out his cries and tears, 
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And in his meaſure feels afreſh 
What ev'ry member bears, 


He'll never quench the ſmoaking flax, 
But raiſe it to a flame; 

The bruiſed reed he never breaks, 
Nor ſcorns the meaneſt name. 


= Then let our humble faith addreſs 

4 His mercy and his pow'r; 

F We ſhall obtain deliv'ring grace 
In the diſtreſſing hour. 


CCLXXVII. The Angel of the Covenant. S. M. 


, THOU very paſchal Lamb, 
Whoſe blood for us was ſhed ; 
Thro' whom we out of Egypt came, 


Thy ranſom'd people lead. 
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Angel of Goſpel grace, 
Fulfil thy charaQter ; 

To guard and feed thy choſen race, 
In Iſrael's camp appear. 


Throughout the deſert way 
Condutt us by thy light : 

Be thou a cooling cloud by day, 
A cheering fire by night. 


Our fainting ſouls ſuſtain 
With bleſſings from above; 

And ever on thy people rain | 
The manna of thy love. 11 


CCLXXVIII. Comfort in Death. 7. 6. 


WIEN L obtain permiſſion 
To leave this vale of tears, 

Be thou my good Phylician, 

At hand to ſoothe my fears! 
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| Oh let my ſoul, expiring, 
On thy dear breaſt recline ; 


And be true life acquiring 
From that pierc'd heart of thine, 


Savior, apply the merit 
ö And comfort of thy blood, 
I When I give up my ſpirit 


To thee my Judge and God. 


If with me in thy paſſage 

2 Thou art, how glad and bold 
b Shall I receive the meſſage, 
And let my limbs grow cold! 


The ſoul, on thee believing, 
Goes fate to paradiſe ; 

The body too retrieving, 

A purer frame ſhall riſe. 
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Spite of the grave's corruption 
I ſhall thy glory ſee; 

And ſing of my adoption 
To all eternity. 


CCLXXIX. The witneſſing Spirit. C. M. 
V H ſhould the children of a King 


Go mourning all their days? 
Great Comtorter! deſcend and bring 
Some tokens of thy grace. 


Doſt thou not dwell in all the ſaints, 
And ſeal the heirs of heav'n? 

When wilt thou baniſh my complaints, 
And ſhew my fins forgiv*n ? 

Aſſure my conſcience of her part 
In the Redeemer's blood ; 

And bear thy witneſs with my heart, 
That I am born of God, 
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Thou art the earneſt of his love, 
The pledge of joys to come ; 
And thy ſoft wings, celeſtial Dove, 

Will ſafe convey me home. 


CCLANE. eruce.: C. M. 


3 grace, free grace, moſt ſweetly calls 
Direttly come who will, 

Juſt as you are, for Chriſt receives 
Poor helpleſs ſinners ſtill. 


Tis grace each day that feeds our ſouls, 
Grace keeps us inly poor; 

And Oh! that nothing elſe but grace 
May rule for evermore. 


CCLXXXI. The Office of the Holy Ghoſt. 6. 


OLY Ghoſt, by him beſtow'd 
Who ſufler'd on the tree, 


, 
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Take of my Redeemer's blood, | 
And ſhew it unto me |! 


Thou the ſweet Revealer art 
Of his righteouſneſs divine: 
Now aſſure my ſprinkled heart, 
That God through. him 1s mine. 


CCLXXXII. Truſt in God. C. M. 


WIV ſhould I doubt his love at laſt, 
With anxious thoughts perplex'd ? 
Who ſav'd me in the troubles paſt, 
Will fave me in the next : 


Will fave, till at my lateſt hour, 
With more than conquelt bleſt, 
I ſoar beyond temptation's pow'r 


To my Redeemer s breaſt. 
Dd 
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* D 3: Y "M N CCLXXXIII. 
Pardon for the Vileſt. C. M. 


M* ſins are many, like the ſtars, 

Or ſands upon the ſhore ; 

But yet the mercies of my God 
Are infinitely more, 


Manaſſeh, Paul, and Magdalen, 
Were pardon'd all by thee ; 

I read it, and believe it, Lord, 
For thou haſt pardon'd me. 


CCLXXXIV. For Fellowſhip with Chriſt, L. M. 


TS pure free grace to me, my God, 
To know the merit of thy blood: 

Lord, keep me ever, through this grace, 

At thy dear feet, that happy place ! | 

Sweet is the privilege to be, 

My Lord, in fellowſhip with thee : 
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This bleſſing let me always find, 
And feel thee near, and prove the kind. 


CCLXXXV. Happineſs only in Chriſt, C. M. 


HOU fay'ſt, dear Jeſus, all thy ſaints, 
Who love thy face to ſee, 
Shall have, while in this vale of tears, 
Kind viſits oft from thee. 


Then let my ſoul with thee converſe, 
Who art my chief delight; 

For ſure the world can't eaſe my heart, 
If baniſh'd from thy ſight. 


CCLXXXVI. Fellow/hip. C. M. 


ESUS, knit all our hearts to thee, 
And join us all in one; 
And in our meetings every where 
Be thou our aim alone, Dd 2 


420 HYMN CCLXXXVII. 


Reign thou ſole monarch of our hearts, 
Without a rival reign; 

Till we with angels join above, 
To praiſe the Lamb once ſlain, 


CCLXXXVII. Praiſe io Chriſt Feſus, L. M. 


LESSINGS for ever on the Lamb, 

Who bore the curſe for wretched man; 

Let angels ſound his ſacred name, 
And every creature ſay, Amen. 


CCLXXXVIII. Praiſe. 7. 
* that all may ſcek- and find 


Ev'ry good in ſeſus join'd ! 
Him let Ifrael ſtill adore ; 
Truſt him, praiſe him evermore. 
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Mercy. C. M. 


MIR. good Lord, mercy L aſk, 

This 1s the total ſum ; 

For mercy, Lord, is all my ſuit, 
Lord, Let thy mercy come. 


—_— 
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CCXC. Doxologies. 6. 7. 
FATHER, Son, and Holy Ghoſt, 


One God whom we adore ; 
Join we with the heav' nly hoſt 
To praile thee evermore, 


Live, by heav'n and earth ador'd, 
Three in one, and Qne in Three; 
Holy, holy, boly Lord, 
All glory be to thee. Dd 3 
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C. M. 
O God the Father's throne 
Perpetual honors raiſe; 
Glory to God the Son, 
To God the Spirit, praiſe ; 
With all our pow'rs, eternal King, 
While faith adores, thy name we ling. 


CCXCII. 8. 


1 God who reigns enthron'd on high, 
To his dear Son who deign'd to die, 
Our guilt and miſery to remove; 
To the bleſt Spirit who life imparts, 
Who rules in all believing hearts, | 
Be endleſs glory, praiſe, and love. 


CCXCIIL.:. Lt. M. 


Father of heav'n ! be ever ador'd, 
Thy mercy we find, in ſending our Lord 
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To ranſom and bleſs us; thy goodneſs we praiſe, 
For ſending, in jeſus, ſalvation by grace. 


O Son of thy love! who deignedſt to die, 
Our curſe to remove, our pardon to buy, 

Accept our thankſgiving, almighty to ſave, 
Who openeſt heaven to all that believe. 


O Spirit of love, of health and of pow'r! 

Thy working we prove, thy grace we adore ; 
Whoſe inward revealing applies our Lord's blood, 
Atteſting and ſealing us children of God, 


CCXCIV. L. M. 


GTo Rx. honor, praiſe, and power 
Be unto the Lamb forever, 
eſus Chriſt is our Redeemer, 
Hallelujah! hallelujah ! hallelujah ! 
Praiſe the Lord. 
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8. 
MMORTAL honor, endleſs fame, 
Attend th' almighty Father's name ; 
The Savior Son be glorifi'd, 
Who for loſt man's redemption died; 
And equal adoration be, 
Eternal Comforter, to thee. 


CCXCVI. L. M. 


God of glory! God of love: 
In eſſence One, in perſon Three! 
With all the ſhining hoſt above, 
Let duſt and aſhes worſhip thee! 


CCXCVII. L. M. 


PRAISE God, from whom all bleſſings flow ; 


Praiſe him, all creatures here below ; 
Praiſe him above, ye heav'nly hoſt ; 


Praiſe Father, Son, and Holy Ghoſt. 


— — — 
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Choruſſes in the Meſſiah. | 


— — 


ND the glory of the Lord ſhall be revealed, 
and all fleſh ſhall fee it together: for the 
mouth of the Lord hath ſpoken it. Taz. xl. 3. 


AND he ſhall purify the ſons of Levi, that they 
may offer unto the Lord an offering i in righ- 
teouſneſs. Mal. iii. 3. 


Thou that telleſt good tidings to Zion, ariſe, 
ſay unto the cities of Judah, Behold your 
God, the Glory of the Lord 1 is riſen upon thee. 
Tſai. Ix. 1. 
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OR unto us a Child is born, unto us a Son is 

given, and the government ſhall be upon his 
ſhoulder : and his name ſhall be called, Wonder. 


ful, Counſellor, the Mighty God, the Everlaſting 
Father, the Prince of Peace. Jai. ix. 6. 


GOR to God in the higheſt, good vill to- 
wards men, and peace on earth. Luke. ii. 14. 


H {hall feed his flock like a ſhepherd, and he 

ſhall gather the lambs with his arm, and 
carry them in his boſom, and gently lead thoſe that 
are with young. Come unto him, all ye that la- 
bor, come unto him, ye that are heavy laden, and 
he will give you reſt: take his yoke upon you, 
and learn of him, for he is meek and lowly of 
heart, and ye ſhall find reſt unto your ſouls, 


in THE MES SIA H. 42 


H! S yoke is eaſy, and his burden is light. 
Mat. 11. 30. 


REHOLD the Lamb of God that taketh away 
the ſin of the world! John. i. 29. 


QURELY he hath borne our griefs, and carried 
our forrows. Tſar. lil. 4. 


He was wounded for our tranſgreſſions, he was 
bruiſed for our iniquities : the chaſtiſement of our 
peace was upon him; and wich his ſtripes we are 


healed. Jai. 6. 


LL we like ſheep have gone aſtray ; we have 

turned every one to his own way: and the 
Lord bath laid on him the iniquity of us all. Ja- 
lii. 6. 


———— 
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E truſted in God that he might deliver him; 


let him deliver him, if he delight in him. 
Mat. xxvil. 43. 


| ; FT up your heads, O ye gates; and be ye lift 
1 up, ye everlaſting doors; and the King of 
glory ſhall come in. x 
1 Who is the King of glory? The Lord, ſtrong and 

. mighty, the Lord mighty in battle. P/. xxiv. 7, 8, 


ET all the angels of God worſhip him. 
Heb. 1. 6. 


Ki 

REA T was the company of the preachers: the {\h 
Lord gave the word. Pſa. Ixviii. 11. 

F 


THEIR ſound is gone out into all lands, and 
their words unto the ends of the world. 
Rom. X. 18. 


IN THE MES SIA. 429 


BRE. AK forth into joy; glad tidings, thy God 
reigneth. How beautiful are the feet of him 


that 2 tidings of ſalvation; that ſaith unto 
Zion, Thy God reigneth! Jai. li. 7, 9. 


ET us break their bonds aſunder, and caſt 
away their yokes from us. Pſa. ii. 3. 


Hrn for the Lord God Omnipo- 


tent reigneth! Rev. xix. 6. 
The kingdoms of this world are become the 
kingdoms of our Lord and of his Chriſt; and he 
ſhall reign for ever and ever. Rev. xix. 15. 


King of kings and Lord of lords, Rev. xix. 16. 


Hallelujah ! 
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430 C HORUSS ES. 
SIN CE by man came death, by man came alſo 
the 7 — of the dead. For as in Adam 


all die, even ſo in Chriſt ſhall all be made alive. 
1 Cor. 1, 22. 


UT thanks be to God, who giveth us the vie 


tory, through our Lord Jeſus Chriſt, 1 Cor. 
AV. 47. 


MW oORTHY the Lamb that was ſlain, and hath 
redeemed us to God, by his blood, to re- 
ceive power, and riches, and wiſdom, and ſtrength, 
and Honor, and glory, and bleſſing. 
Bleſſing, honor, glory and power, be unto him 
that ſitteth upon the throne, and unto the Lamb, 
for ever and ever. Amen. Rev, v. 12, 13. 
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ſo The Letters C. M. Sc. and the Figures 6, 7, &c. | 
m ſhew the Meaſure of each Hymn, 
e. 2 


f. M. Common Meaſure — 8 6 8 6 | 
LI. u. Long Meaſure 8 8 8 8 | 
Lt. M. Longeſt Meaſure — — 10 11 10 17 
, St. M. Shorteſt Meaſure 5 g 11 
g S. M. Short Meaſure — — 6 6 6 | 
St. Stephen's : 7 5. 4.2 Rn | 
8 K 3 10 11 11 | 
7 7 7 7 
q 8 5 8 3 838888 7 
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The Verſes included in Crotchets may be ſung or omitted. 
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